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Younc Brown, A _ CONSIS- 
TENT STUDENT OF THE MOVIES, 
SEES NO REASON WHY HAV- 
ING APPLAUDED THE PICTURES 
ON THE SCREEN HE SHOULDN’T 
APPLAUD THE WONDERFUL 
PICTURES IN HIS COPY OF 
“Fitm Fun.” 













HE July number of “The Magazine of Reel 
Merriment” is the best issue ever offered the 
motion picture fans of America. 


It is the only publication in the world devoted to the 
humor of the screen. 


It contains 67 corking photographs and drawings 
of screen stars, and 250 articles, stories, poems, jokes 
and personality sketches. 


Film Fun starts with the funniest cover ever published 
on any movie magazine, and is a solid meat of merri- 
ment through its entire contents. Edited by the man 
who made Judge so successful, it is beautiful in appear- 
ance and fascinating in text and pictures. 


Read it—bigger, better, breezier and more beautiful 
than ever—the 


July FILM FUN 


At Your Nearest Newsdealer—NOW 
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“My pear! So YOUR DAUGHTER’S REALLY ENGAGED?” 
“Ou, JUST TEMPORARILY; UNTIL SOMETHING BETTER TURNS UP!” 
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“You QUIT PLAYIN’ DEM BLUES, WiLtLIAMson! CAIN’T YOU SEE DAT CHILE’S DONE SHIMMIED HISSELF ALL TREMULOUS!” 
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Always Something 


By Exxis Parker BuTLer 


Author of “Pigs Is Pigs,” “The Great American Pie Co.”’, ‘The Jack-Knife Man,” Etc. 


Y son, now that your are 
going to be married, I want 
to warn you that you will 
quarrel with your wife. Do 
not take the first quarrel 
too seriously. It does not mean anything. 
Do not worry yourself thin trying to avoid 
it. If you see it coming get into it, whoop 
it up and get it over. You cannot avoid 
it; it is sure to come. Nothing you can do 
will prevent it. If you don’t start it your 
dear little tootsy wootsy wife will. There 
is always something to hang the first 
quarrel on, and there is always a first 
quarrel; it is part of love plus marriage. 
Three things are necessary to all couples 
starting housekeeping—have the gas turned 
on, have the water turned on, have the 
first quarrel. You are truly blessed if the 
first quarrel is thoroughly and non- 
sensically unreasonable. Take Jimmy 
Palmer, for example. 
Jimmy was married on the first day of 
February and had a lovely wedding 


journey, and Alice was the sweetest girl 
She said they 


in the world, bar none. 
would never, never 
quarrel, and Jimmy 
said they would never, 
never quarrel, and on 
the first of March he 
brought home his in- 
come tax blank and 
Alice perched on the 
arm of his chair to 
watch him make it 
out. It was not a 
difficult return to 
make out because 
Jimmy earned just 
$5200 per annum. He 
took his pencil and 
opened the “work- 
sheet” and_ kissed 
Alice three times. 
“Well, anyway, 
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Anna—SuE 1S ALWAYS TRYING 


sweetheart darling,” he said merrily, 
“there is one good thing about getting 
married.” 

“Jim! One good thing? Do you mean 
there is only one good thing in having a 
sweet little wife? Why, James Palmer, 
I think—” 

“Oh, there, there, sweetheart darling 
lovey pet!’’ Jim pleaded, for there were 
tears in Alice’s eyes. ‘‘There are a 
million trillion perfectly adorable things, 
and you know I know it. I only meant, 
honeybunch darling, that there is still 
another good thing. You see, precious 
sugarplum dearest, I don’t have to pay as 
much income tax now that I am nrarried. 
Last year I had to pay on $5200, and now 
I need only pay on $3200, because I can 
deduct $2000 for you. It says ‘If you are 
married, and living with your wife, you 
may deduct $2000,’ don’t you see!”’ 

“Why can you deduct $2000 for me?” 
asked Alice. “I thought you could only 
deduct expenses, Jimmy. Am I an ex- 
pense? Is that what you mean? Why, 
you said yourself, James Palmer, that you 





TO GET ON THE RIGHT SIDE OF MEN! 
, , 
Bella—Tuat’s BECAUSE SHE IS ON THE WRONG SIDE OF THIRTY. 


were saving more since we were married—”’ 

“Of course, dear sweetheart pet,” said 
Jimmy. “But the government figures 
that a wife is an expense—”’ 

“And are you going to take me off your 
salary as an expense?” Alice demanded. 
“Ts that what you are going’ to do? Is 
that what you think of me, James Palmer? 
I—I marry you, and I—I go to the market 
and price just everything, and I—I cook 
your meals, and I—I sweep and scrub and 
—and just slave—just slave for you, and 
the very first chance you get you come 
home and tell me I am an expense and— 
and you deduct me! Oh! You go and 
write it down and tell the government and 
everybody I’m a_ two-thousand-dollar 
expense. Oh! And you figure me out in 
black and white, and write me down, and 
—and just as if I was old rags and bottles 
or—or a slave! A slave! And I did think 
you loved me! I did! I did! Oh, I can’t 
stand it! I can’t! You just think of 
money and—and you’d sell me if you 
thought you could.” 

“Now, sweetheart honey pet!’ begged 
Jimmy. “Please 
don’t cry. What 
have I done? I only 
wanted to take ad- 


vantage—”’ 
“I don’t care! I 
don’t care! It’s just 


as everybody told me! 
You just loved me 
until you got me and 
now you're sorry and 
you wish you hadn’t 
married me, and you 
figure me up as if I 
was the butcher’s bill, 
and you deduct me. 
The next thing, I 
suppose,” said Alice. 
standing straight and 
trembling with anger, 
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Tue New Coox Decipes to Stay Awuaite. 


“‘you’ll be taking notes of how much I eat, 
and figuring up how much water I drink, 
and how much light I use, and putting it 
all down in a book to hold up against me. 
Very well! Deduct me! Go right ahead 
and deduct me, James Palmer. If that is 
all you care for me I am going right home 
to my mother. She never deducted me! 
My father never deducted me!”’ 

“But dearie,” pleaded James, “he 
couldn’t. You were over eighteen.” 

“There!”’ exclaimed Alice. ‘Throwing 
up to me that I am older than you are!” 

“Tam not!” 

“You are, too! You think of it all the 
time. Just because I’m one month older 
than you are! You think I’m an old 
woman and you deduct me and call me 
an expense and—and— Oh, I’m so 
unhappy!”’ 

Alice rushed into the bedroom and 
threw herself on the bed in a torrent of 
tears. For awhile James looked at the 
income-tax sheet moodily. Then he went 
to the bedroom door. 

“Look here, Alice,” 
“this is all nonsense!”’ 

Then the quarrel was fairly under way, 
and it was a good one while it lasted, It 
ended two hours later when Alice, clasped 
in his arms, cooed: 

“And my lovey bird is glad, glad, glad 
he has a little wife he can deduct from the 
mean old income tax, isn’t he?”’ 

There is always something to hang the 
first quarrel on. And it looks as if the 
income-tax blank would be available for 
quite some time yet to come. 


he said sternly, 


Too Trite 

“*The list of the unemployed becomes 
larger,’’”’ Mrs. Pendleton read aloud 
from the newspaper, “‘plumbers are 
idle——’” 

“Stop!” thundered Mr. Pendleton. “I 
won’t listen. I have no use for a paper that 
can’t tell anything new about plumbers.” 


The American Idea 

Cashier—That new teller has just stolen 
$100,000. We must arrest him at once. 

Bank President—Are you crazy? We'll 
make up the deficit and raise his salary 
enough to cover it. Don’t you know if it 
wasn’t for that fellow’s slugging we 
wouldn’t be within hailing distance of the 
top in the Bankers’ Baseball League this 
year? He may help us win the pennant! 


Cubebed by Leo Koser 
“THe ENEMY OVERLOOKED THE BOTTLEFIELD WITH A KEEN EYE.” 


A Plea for Father 


By Louise ve Satis 


I HAVE gazed with keen delight 
On many pictures bright 
Of the actress of today with her dear Ma. 
Taking tea or lunch, chez-elle 
With dear Mother, but pray tell 
Why do we never get a glimpse of Pa? 


In the summer magazine 

Many actresses I’ve seen, 

With their lovely spacious villas, 4 la Rome 
I can always get a view 

Of Ma and daughter, it is true, 

But Father never seems to be at home. 


So I beg in humble tone 

Not to leave him all alone, 

But let us have just once—a glimpse of Pa. 

We would like to see the three, 

Father also sipping tea 

With his charming actress daughter, and 
her Ma! 


Stuck 
Bookkeeper—What’s the matter with the 
file-clerk? 
Shipping Clerk—He’s stuck. The effi- 
ciency expert has just installed a new sys- 
tem and it’s got him going. 
Bookkeeper—What kind of a system is it? 
Shipping Clerk—Most complete on the 
market. You are supposed to file each 
paper in eight different compartments. 
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THE PRESENT DAY’S (ALMOST) IRRESISTIBLE 


The Little Flaw 


By Harry Irvinc SHumway 


RCHIBALD WITTS was not one of 

those young men who plunge 
boldly into an important venture 
only to experience regrets later 
from lack of proper investigation. 
He had read too many magazine 
stories of business life to make that 
mistake. Hence he was doing a 
little questioning on his own be- 
half, and the gray-haired merchant 
seemed only too willing to answer 
him. 

“Sir,” said Archibald. “I might 
get into a rut here in this tremen- 
dous concern. Yet if I did, youun- 
doubtedly would notice me some 
morning for no accountable rea- 
son?” 

The older man answered him 
carefully. 

“There is always the possibility 
in so great a business of becoming 
a mere cog if a young man lacks ini- 
tiative. But don’t think for a min- 
ute that you would be unnoticed. 
I know every man among the eight 
hundred who work for me.” 

“Ah!” replied Archibald. “‘That 
is fair enough. And you would 
probably keep my salary down even 
if assumed the place of the man 
ahead of me?”’ 

“Well, the mere fact of your 
going up a notch would simply 
mean you had the chance. The 
increase in pay would come from 
your own efforts.” 

“TI see,” said Archibald. ‘Then 
when the time came for me to pro- 
pose the change in the firm’s policy 
which was to increase its business 
two-fold you would refuse to listen 
to me and then later on admit you 
were wrong and I was right?” 

“Most assuredly you would run 
against a snag if you suggested 
anything very radical. Still, if you 
put it over, of course I should be 
glad to acknowledge defeat and 
promote you.” 

“Splendid!” breathed Archibald. 
“iit is all just as it is in the stories 
then. I thought they were only 


His Nibs—E-r-R—yYOU WRONG ME, DARLING. 
OVER THERE! 
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IMPULSES—HOLDING DOWN THE WIFE’S SKIRT. 


lies of fiction. And now I suppose you 
would have no objection to my marrying 
your beautiful daughter, even though she 


was far above me?” 
By 





“T have no daughter,” replied the gray- 
haired man sadly. 

“Hell!” sighed Archibald. ‘“ Well, thank 
you for your time and trouble. I'll be on 
my way to find a big concern where every- 
thing checks up 100 per cent.” 


Times Do Change 
Willis—So you think our Civilization is 
slowing up? 
Gillis—Surely. The world was created 
in six days and it takes the average New 
Yorker eight months to get a divorce-suit. 


Vanished Opportunities 
Young Germ—What makes you so sad, 
mamma? 
Old Germ—I was thinking of the good 
old times when women wore dragging 
skirts. 


Sapa 4 


4 


His Wife—I can sEE BY YOUR EYE THAT YOU’VE BEEN BACKSLIDING AGAIN! 


I swear, I WAS ONLY LOOKING AT THAT MAN 
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She Won, Hands Down 
By L. B. Birpsat 


“THE newspapers announced it as the 
most brilliant function of the sea- 
son. The display of sartorial finery was 
truly gorgeous, a veritable riot of lux- 
urious gowns designed by the fashion 
masters of the world. 

The prodigal host had offered a sul- 
tan’s jewel, valued at thousands of dol- 
lars, to the woman adjudged to be the 
most beautifully gowned. In conse- 
quence, every fair guest had lavished a 
small fortune on herself. 

Even the judges, two blasé old social 
lions, were bewildered by the number 
of competitors and the richness of their 
exhibits. They sat on a raised dais and 
gazed perplexedly at the gaudy array as 
it passed by. To choose a winner from 
all those dazzling beauties was not only 
difficult but dangerous. 

The last of the long line drew near 
and still the judges were undecided, and 
then—,ight at the very end of the parade— 
came an alluring little creature in a demure 
frock of soft, white material. The skirt 
was of a conservative length and the waist 
revealed but a modest glimpse of a won- 
drously fair and rounded throat and 
bosom. Every line spoke unstudied sim- 
plicity and unrevealed symmetry. 

The judges acted with one accord. 
Simultaneously, they descended the dais 
and stopped the alluring little creature. 
Bewildered, she permitted them to lead her 
up on a raised platform. One of the 
judges bowed obsequiously before her 
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Drawn by R. B. Fourier 
Tue Latest Dance. 


while the other proudly announced her as 
the prize-winner. 

All eyes were turned on the blushing 
girl. She looked around as if seeking a 
means of escape then spoke, in frightened 
tones: “It’s awfully good of you, sirs, to 
give me the prize, but I can’t accept it. 
You see I’m only the check girl in the cloak 
room—lI got in that parade by mistake.” 


Held Up 
The Stork on the Job—Mrs. Multikids- 
Flatte live here? 
The Wolf at the Door—Deliver all parcels 
at the rear entrance. 
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“WHereE Dj’YER GIT THEM cLIPs, Perey?” 


“Aw! ME FATHER USED "EM T’HOLD DE LADIES’ SKIRTS WHILE HE SHINED THEIR SHOES. HeE’s 


BOUGHT A EYE-SHADE Now!” 


A Modern Miracle 
By F. G. Merz 


AME NATURE overlooked Mabel 
Deering when she passed out the 
good looks. Mabel was about as plain- 
looking a girl as there was in the city. 
In fact, Mabel was so homely that she 
was one of the few girls who could stroll 
through the darkest streets at night 
without any fear of being molested. 

One day, Uncle Dan found Mabel 

in tears. 

“What’s the matter, honey,” he 

asked, “why all the tears?” 

“Oh, Uncle Dan,” sobbed Mabel, 

“you don’t know what it means to a 
girl never to have any men callers, when 
the young lady across the street has 
men callers almost every night. I’d 
like to have about twenty men callers 
some day, just so I could make her 
jealous.” 

“Shucks,” replied Uncle Dan, “if 
that’s all you want, I guess I can fix that 
all right. Just dry your tears; I'll have 
twenty young men out here to see you 
Sunday afternoon.” 

“The day of miracles has passed, Dan,” 
said Mabel’s father when they were alone; 
“how do you intend to work such an im- 
possible stunt. I’ve never been able to do 
it, not even when I offered money.” 

Uncle Dan only smiled. “ Just wait and 
watch,” he replied, “‘and arrange a dinner 
for twenty.” 

And lo and behold, the miracle came to 
pass. That Sunday afternoon Mabel 
had no less than twenty-five young men 
callers, while the young 
lady across the street 
looked on in wonderment 
and amazement. 

“Shucks,” said Uncle 
Dan to Mabel’s father, 
when the latter asked how 
he had worked such a mir- 
acle in the 20th century, 
“it was easy. I just called 
up all the automobile agen- 
cies in town and told them 
I was thinking about buy- 
ing a car and that my niece 
was going to decide on the 
model this afternoon.” 


Human Data 

Professor Millbank’s Wife 
—Aren’t you keeping more 
servants than usual? 

Professor Puttison’s Wife 
—Yes, but only temporar- 
ily. My husband wants 
to study as many types as 
possible. He’s writing a 
paper on “Sabotage.” 


Permanent Waves 

The wave of indignation 
and the wave of disillu- 
sionment on the sea of 
matrimony. 
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Husky William—Say wor ye uke, Henry, BUT YER CAN GIVE ME SURF-BATHIN’ EVRY TIME! 


The Opposing Sex 


r | SHE opposing sex is represented by 
the lady who sits opposite you at 
the breakfast table. 

For breakfast there are oranges, cereal, 
hot cakes, bacon, eggs and coffee. You 
do not feel like eating a thing, but you 
know the wife will want to know what is 
the matter and insist on sending for a 
doctor if you do not eat. You eat. 

You prop up the paper and read the 
headlines while she serves the breakfast. 
You hope to finish the paper, but she 
begins to tell you how bad the youngsters 
next door are, how scandalous Mrs. Smith 
acts when the installment collector calls, 
and the lovely hat Mrs. Wells has. You 
lay aside the paper and listen. 

After breakfast you notice with joy you 
have ten minutes to spare. You slump 


down in the Morris chair and open the 
paper again, but the aforesaid lady warns 
you that the clock is slow and you had 
better start. You start. 

At ten in the morning, you go into a 
conference and tell the stenographer not 


By KATHERINE NEGLEY 


to disturb you unless something very, very 
important comes up. The deal is almost 
closed when the telephone rings im- 
peratively. It is the wife. She wants you 
to go to the Silk Store at noon and get her 
a yard of $2.69 crépe de chine. If you tell 
the clerk who wants it, she will know what 
kind to give you: You had planned to 
waste only ten minutes on lunch and get 
back to some left-over business at the 
office—but you buy the silk. 

At night, when you turn the corner of 
your street, you smell cabbage cooking. 
You hope it is not at your house—but it is. 
There is nothing but corned beef and 
cabbage. You hate it—but you eat it. 

After dinner, you slip on your house- 
slippers and smoking-jacket and take up 
the paper. You plan to read what is 
happening at home and abroad, where 
wages are likely to go and where prices 
are, and what the stock ticker is ticking. 
The wife sits opposite sewing. You sigh 
in blissful content. 

The telephone rings. You pray it is no 
9 


one asking you to go out. Your prayer is 
answered in the negative. The Walkers 
have unexpected company and want you 
to go over.. You would rather stay home— 
but you go. 

The Walkers have rolled up the rug and 
are playing the victrola when you arrive. 
You pray there will be one man left over 
and you will be the man, but there is a 
lady left over besides you. “She smiles, the 
others are on the floor, there is only one 
thing for you to do... . and you do it. 
After the dancing, Mrs. Walker serves 
cake and coffee. You cannot sleep if you 
drink coffee before going to bed, you open 
your mouth to decline, but catch your 
wife’s eye—and drink. 

You think you can look over the paper 
anyway before going to bed, even if it is 
midnight when you get home, but the 
aforesaid lady reminds you about having 
to get up in the morning—and, oh, well, 
what is the use of trying to oppose them? 
They always get their own way-in the end 
anyway. 





The Eternal Pollyanna 


By Harvey Peake 


A GREAT prima-donna had created, 
with great artistic results, a great réle 
in a great opera. Her picture was in de- 
mand for the magazines, and when she 
posed for it she was 
WEARING A FORCED SMILE THAT SHOWED 
EVERY TOOTH IN HER HEAD. 

A dustless mop had been put upon the 
market and it needed publicity. A pretty 
girl was chosen to decorate the advertise- 
ments. When the matter appeared in 
print she was shown 
WEARING A FORCED SMILE THAT SHOWED 

EVERY TOOTH IN HER HEAD. 

A well-known society woman had eloped 
with her chauffeur. At the trial she was 
snapped by newspaper reporters in the 
witness box. She saw them just in time, 
however, and when the pictures came to 
light she was 
WEARING A FORCED SMILE THAT SHOWED 

EVERY TOOTH IN HER HEAD. 

A woman had accidentally fallen from the 
deck of an ocean liner into the sea. When 
she was being rescued by the sailors a mov- 
ing-picture apparatus on the steamer 
caught a picture of the happening. She 
must have sensed it for when the picture 
appeared upon the screen she was 
WEARING A FORCED SMILE THAT SHOWED 

EVERY TOOTH IN HER HEAD. 

A woman was passing down Broadway 
one day when her handbag was seized by a 
thief who ran away with it. She was 
scared into a nervous panic, but fearing a 
camera might be pointed at her from some 
quarter she was seen by the passers-by to be 
WEARING A FORCED SMILE THAT SHOWED 

EVERY TOOTH IN HER HEAD. 

A society of prominent women was 
formed for the purpose of suppressing un- 
due frivolity on the Sabbath day, and 
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THE PROFESSOR TRIES HYPNOTIC SUGGESTION IN HIS GARDEN. 


when a photograph of them was shown in 

the Sunday supplements it was found that 

each of them was 

WEARING A FORCED SMILE THAT SHOWED 
EVERY TOOTH IN HER HEAD. 


A Medley 
By Batrett Loomis 


SING a song of eagles flown 
For a pocketful of rye. 
You take your cup and drink it up 
And lay you down to die. 


And when you find your eyes are out, 
With all your might and main 
You break into a barbershop 
And drink bayrum again. 





Muriel—I want you TO HELP ME MAKE ToM JEALOUS, AWFULLY, WILDLY JEALOUS. 


Jack—Ex—Let’s GET MARRIED. 


-Man—and the Woman 


(A Dramalet of an Artist and Two Human 
Beings.) 
By CLrement Woop 
SCENE I. 


Enter the Passionate Poet. His brow 
knits; evidently he is thinking of his land- 
lord. It clears; he is thinking of his latest 
Eternal Triangle. It knits more poignantly; 
he has decided to write out the problem. He 
embraces his typewriter, and pounds out: 


LOVE’S IRONY 


HE Girl thinks: There are only two 
women in the world, and I am one of 
them. 

She is the woman who has him, and I am 
the woman who wants him. 
He is not perfect. 
The convenient telephone rings off tage. 
Exit the poet. 


SCENE 2. 


Enter the Practical Wife. She sees the 
paper in the typewriter. She reads it. 
She smiles, repetitively. She pounds out: 
The Wife knows: There are several dozen 
women in the world, and I am dis- 
tinctly one of them. 

They are the women who want him, and I 
am the woman who will keep him. 

He is not perfect—Heaven knows. 

But practice helps. 

Re-enter the Passionate Poet. He reads it. 
The Clasp. 

CURTAIN 


Answer Him 
Employer—You say you can’t get back to 
a pre-war basis? Impossible. 
Employee—How can I? I’ve got three 
more kids now than I had then. Do you 
expect me to give ’em away? 
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The Weather 


By Cuet SHAFER 





F all the local items made up 

for daily disbursement the 
weather is unquestionably the most 
ubiquitous. It is very luxuriant 
and there is always plenty to go 
around. Meteorological records 
show that the world has never suf- 
fered from a weather famine. It is 
adjacent at all times and the only 
thing that is any more contiguous 
is a toupee. Unflaggingly impar- 
tial, its snows fall alike on hovel 
and shovel and its rains drop just 
as moistly on millinery as on a 
mansard roof. It is general, gen- 
erous, heterogeneous and prolific. 
It boasts of about as much homo- 
geneity as a state asylum. Un- 
smocked peons frequently arraign 
the weather for criticisms. It can 
be anathematized. But never an- 
aesthetized. Whatever else may 
be said against the weather it 
must always be given credit for its 
faithfulness. 

The weather has given rise to a populous 
class of incumbents known as observers. 
Their duty is to outline a brisk campaign 
for the elements on the day following. 
They represent a few millions of taxes 
invested annually in observatories, in- 
struments, salaries and reclining chairs. 
They clairvoy around and send out flimsy 
reports to the newspapers that are 
characterized by about as much integrity 
as a German embassy. They always make 
the front page with their predictions but 
they come about as near to being accurate 
as a Ford speedometer. They asseverate 
much, using the short sentence exclusively, 
but they know no more of the future 
than a tumble-bug knows about pleo- 
nasm. They are fixtures, however. Ad- 
ministrations may come and postmasters 
may stamp fretfully out, but the weather 
observer goes on undisturbed and im- 
perturbable, telling the world 
freely, and hitting the old apple 
for an average of .056 a season. 

The weather has never yet 
been marked absent. It has had 
a great deal to do with 
the success of Sunday- 
school picnics. But it 
has never decreased 


Drawn by Ciive Weep 


, 


THIS LADY HAD A “ SUPPRESSED DESIRE’ 
FOR WEEKS AND WEEKS. 
OR SOMETHING. 


SCR, 





He—Hvunu! 


BE WEARING DRESSES! 
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She—I HOPE WHEN I GET GROWED UP THEY'LL BE WEARING SHORTER DRESSES! 
MayBE BY THE TIME YOU GET BIG THEY WON’T 


AIN’T THAT JUST LIKE A WOMAN? 


the production of red ants. It has also 
had a strong influence on the evening 
tryst, and it has spoiled many. Yetjit 
does not abate the marriage nuisance to 
any extent. The weather is directly 
responsible for the corsage bouquet, the 
one-piece bathing suit and the green-apple 
colic. It has also made it possible for 
much of our good citizenry to become 
dandelionized. Taking it by and large 
the weather is a pretty good number. 
And if it can ever be persuaded to pervade 
interuiban depots, small-town movies and 
upper berths a trifle more, there will be 
absolutely no room for complaint. 


re, 








THAT THE ANALYST HAS BEEN WORKING ON 


SHE HAD HOPED THAT IT WOULD BE INTERESTING—LIKE LOVE— 
BuT sHE FOUND IT WAS NOTHING BUT A DESIRE FOR MORE CHOCOLATES. 
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Flesh for a Stone 
By La Toucne Hancock 
STATUE stands within my hall, 
Which often fills my heart with 
gloom; 
I think she must have had a fall, 
Or got a knock from Emma’s broom. 
She’s not by any means complete, 
Her chippings would be hard to count; 
Her toes on neither of her feet 
Agree with the prescribed amount! 


I know not whom she represents, 
This lady with the broken knees; 
Behind her many chips and dents 
She might be any one you please. 
Perhaps, Diana in the chase, 
Perhaps, Godiva off her cob, 
Or Atalanta in the race, 
Or Aphrodite on the job! 


I’m told that she is very rare 
By gentlemen who ought to know; 
(They sport the cape, the tousled hair, 
The glasses and the flowing bow!) 
They seem to think this chunk of clay 
Possesses every heavenly grace; 
I wish they’d cart the thing away, 
And let you come and take its place! 


Under Unaware 
Mrs. Nexdoor—Your daughter is differ- 
ent from most girls. She’s so sweetly un- 
sophisticated. 
Mrs. Simon Pure—She’s all of that. 
Why, she thinks a B. V. D. is a university 
degree. 


The Proof 
“ Are there many autos in your city?” 
“Many! Why, there are so many that 
our local newspaper had to add an extra 
page for obituaries.” 
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“THAT REMINDS ME; I'LL HAVE TO TIGHTEN MY BRAKES.” 


Getting Father’s Consent 


The Stone Age 
He—Are you coming over to my house 
to live, or have I got to clout you over the 
bean with this rock? 
She—I'll go, if you'll put my old man to 
sleep first. He might object. 


In Grandma’s Day 
He—Dearest, marry me and all 
life shall be one grand bed of roses. 
She—No, love, not until you get Daddy’s 
consent. I'll never marry without his 


you: 


consent. 
In Mother's Day 

He—Honey, will you marry me if your 
Dad approves of me? 

She—You know, Harry, Father doesn’t 
like you, and I don’t want him to know 
I’ve been going around with you. He 
hurts when he spanks. But I’ll elope with 
VoL. 

Yesterday 

He—Shall we tell the old gent, or shall 
we elope? 

She—Elope nothin’! He'll be glad to get 
rid of me, and I may as well make him pay 
for my trousseau. 


Today 

He—Well, Kid, I'll go in and break the 
news to the old man now. 

She—Why worry about him? He didn’t 
ask my consent when he got married, 
did he? 

PROVING THAT WE’RE ALMOST BACK TO 
THE STONE AGE AGAIN. 


A Summer Boarder 
“That city girl is in raptures over the 
cherry trees.” 
“Yes, she never saw any cherries before 
except in cocktails.” 


Vip 
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We Quarreled 


By Geo. B. Jenxrns, Jr. 


THOUGHT that we were 

ideally suited to each other. 
We agreed upon the League of 
Nations, the proper lead from 
Queen, Jack and two small, 
when the bid was two no trump 
in Auction Bridge, and the 
correct way to make coffee. We 
were each fond of tennis, golf, and 
corned beef and cabbage. Our 
religious beliefs were equally 
vague and satisfying, my con- 
science had died of malnutrition 
and hers suffered from nomad- 
ism. We did not differ upon 
politics, or ethics, and we both 
possessed a keen admiration for 
jazz, Chopin waltzes, and Zorn’s 
etchings. Motion pictures to 
her were anathema, and to me 
they were as interesting as the 
house-organ of a_ wholesale 
plumbing supply house. Our 
taste in cigarettes, friends, and 
toothpastes were identical. Our views 
upon the object of art, the influence of 
the spectator upon the technique of street- 
car motormen, and the function of the 
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ego urge in controlling the inhibitions 
ceused by an inferiority complex were 
<stonishingly alike. 

I thought that our intellectual compan- 
ionship would continue forever. 

But—last night she declared that my 
subconscious mind was decadent because I 
dreamed that I had dreamed I witnessed a 
horse-race. I claimed that the dream 
symbolized a desire for wealth. 

And so we quarreled. 


Vacations 


ACATIONS are of two kinds—with 
and without pay. 
Also with and without husbands. 
One speaks, correctly, of spending one’s 
vacation. 
If one’s wife is shapely the vacation is 
spent at the shore. 
If one’s wife is not—the vacation is 
spent in the mountains. 
That is why you see so many men, 
especially unattached men, at the shore. 
Vacations at the shore consist in getting 
sunburned and getting over it. 
Vacations in the mountains consist of 
getting poison ivy and getting over it. 
In the mountains one looks at the scen- 
ery. At theshore the scenery is incidental. 


STRAPHANGERS Ever. 
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“ALL NIGHT, LONG SINCE, | WALKED THE FLOOR, MY OUTCRY MADE THE WELKIN HUM” 


Forgotten Grief 


KNOW that I have wailed in woe, 
and thought said woe could know no 
cure; I don’t recall why I did so— 
my memory has grown so poor. 
All night, long since, I walked the 
floor, my outcry made the welkin hum; I 
thought the night would ne’er be o’er, that 
blooming morn would never come. The 
grief I had was doubtless big, I thought I’d 
never smile again; and yet time’s well 
known whirligig has banished it from out 
my ken. The morning came, serene and 
fine, the birdlets warbled, brisk and gay; 
the tears I shed were wasted brine, and all 
my groans were thrown away. 

And it is ever thus with tears, ’twas ever 
thus since Adam slept; a few brief hours or 
days or years, and then you wonder why 
you wept. 

I walk along the village street, my coat- 
tails flapping in the air, and nearly every 
gent I meet has all the earmarks of despair. 
I see the deeply furrowed brow, the pallid 
lip and eye intense; and every grief that 


By Wart Mason 
Illustration by Ratpu Barton 


bores men now will cut no ice a few weeks 
hence. There’ll be a new grief in July, 
and August will its woe provide; so let us 
throw our hats on high, and let the present 
sorrow slide. 

Our trusty corkscrews let us take, and 
open flasks of ginger ale, for every mortal 
woe’s a fake. a smile is better than a wail. 

I planted trees and they all died, and so I 
raved and beat my breast; but there are 
trees on every side, and cordwood till you 
cannot rest. I planted nutmegs in the soil, 
and hoped to reap a crop galore; all unre- 
warded was my toil—but there are nutmegs 
at the store. 

The countless failyres we have made 
don’t matter in a little while; soon from 
our memories they fade, and all we have 
to do is smile. 

You worry over this and that, and never 
know a minute’s peace; but I, who worry 
not, am fat, and bask serenely in my 
grease. And once I had a bitter tongue, and 
cussed the luck in ringing words; but years 
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brought wisdom and I flung all idle sorrows 
to the birds. 

Where is the grief you had last year, the 
grief that seemed a beastly shame? One 
day you saw it disappear, and now you 
can’t recall its name. Today you havea 
brand new grief, a secret woe your soul 
adorns; of all sad things it is the chief, and 
it has tassels on its horns. You lead it 
with you, on a chain, expound its points 
to all your friends, and weep when you 
describe the strain and all the agony it 
lends. 

But if we meet a year from now, and I re- 
mark to you, “Well, well! Where is the 
grief that creased your brow?” You'll say, 
“T’m darned if I can tell.” 

There is no sense in any wight who all his 
lifetime fumes and frets; few woes would 
last us overnight if we refused to make them 
pets. Long years ago misfortune scowled, 
but all details are swept away; I can’t re- 
member why I howled and wept upon a 
bygone day. 
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Kriss—BEFoRE HE MARRIED GRACE, IT WAS IMPOSSIBLE FOR HIM TO KEEP HER OUT 


OF HIS HEAD. 


Kross—Now I BET HE WOULD LIKE TO CHANGE HIS MIND. 


Deliver Us from These 
People! 
By J. L. Harsour 


HE man who slaps you on the back in 

public and says “‘How goes it, old 
boy?”’ and informs you that it is “fine and 
dandy” with him. 

The public speaker who calls him “my 
close personal friend” when referring to 
some man of the highest distinction. Or 
who says “when I was in Europe I was 
talking to my friend Lloyd George,”’ etc. 

The man or woman who wants you and 
all the world to know that he or she is 
descended “in a direct line” from a May- 
flower Pilgrim. 

The man who seems to think that there 
is but one personal pronoun in the English 
language, and that is the pronoun “I.” 

The commuter who “figures it out” to 
his satisfaction, if not to yours, that he 
can live forty miles from the city and get to 
his place of business five minutes sooner 
than when he lived in the city. 

The man who wants to show you forty- 
seven snapshots of himself, his wife and 
children and the views around his sum- 
mer home. 

The man who takes thirty-five minutes 
of your time to tell you how he finally 
“landed”’ the biggest pickerel ever caught 
in the vicinity of his country home. 

The man who can prove to you that his 
car has never yet had to “take the dust”’ of 
any other car ever made, and can also 
prove that “she” can run longer on a 
gallon of oil than any other car yet on the 
market. 


Natural Sequence 
“T went to a swell party last night at 
Cohen’s They had real gold spoons.” 
“Really? Show me one.” 


Unexpressed Sentiments 
By Epwarp A. Barney 
A WESTERN justice who had received 
his appointment as a mark of political 
gratitude was presiding over his first 
case, the trial. of a prisoner charged with 
stealing a lamb. Be- 
fore the prosecuting 
attorney had gone 
far in grilling the 
witnesses the judge’s 
indignation at the 
enormity of the of- 
fense had reached 
the boiling point, 
and when announce- 
ment was made that 
the State rested its 
case he interrupted 
the proceedings. 

“T sentence this 
man to fifteen years 
in the penitentiary,” 
he yelled. 

He was informed 
by the attorney that 
so extreme a_ sen- 
tence could not be 
imposed for a crime 
of that nature. 

“Then look up 
the law, Jim,” he di- 
rected the clerk of 
the court,“‘and make 
it all the book will 
allow.” 

The justice 
finally persuaded to 
give the counsel for 
the defense a chance 
to be heard. Under 
the spell cast by the 
silver-tongued plead- 
er, His Honor gradu- 
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Drawn by Cuester I. Garve 

He (describing golf game)—I sLICED MY DRIVE INTO A TRAP 
AT THE TENTH, BUT WAS ON THE GREEN IN THREE AND SANK A 
LONG ONE FOR A PAR FOUR. 
I SUPPOSE sO. 
MUCH ABOUT POLO.” 


ally softened and before the end of the 
peroration he was furtively wiping his eyes. 

“Prisoner is discharged!” he at length 
interrupted, and refused to allow the trial 
to continue further despite the expostu- 
lations of the district attorney. 

After adjournment a quiet-looking little 
man who had been seated in a corner during 
the trial, approached the judge’s desk and 
gently laid down a five-dollar bill. 

“What’s this?’’ inquired the surprised 
magistrate somewhat suspiciously. 

“My fine, your Honor,” was the reply: 
“T find that I am in contempt of this 
court.” 


Desk Dreaming 
By Wa. S. Apxkins 
[? like to go adventuring 
And sail the distant brine, 
But life is always censuring 
That attitude of mine. 


Bookkeeping and debenturing 
Confine me to a cage. 

I cannot go adventuring 
And earn a weekly wage. 


The Answer 
“Can you define matrimony?” 
“Yes! You go to adore, you ring a 
belle, and you give your name to a maid— 
and then you’re taken in!” 


CHteu L baa 


QUITE REMARKABLE, WHAT? 
But I must conress I pon’T KNOW 
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Some Weird 
Fables 


By Joun H. McNeEety 


ONCE upon a time 
there was a man, 
who went into a res- 
taurant and made a 
selection from the 
menu and then after- 
wards did not see 
something on it that 
he wished he had 
ordered. 
* * * * 
Once upon a time 
there was a baggage- 
master at a railroad 
station, who on several 
occasions was known 
to hurry when a 
passenger asked him to check his trunk in 


time to catch a train. 
* * * * 
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Once upon a time there was a family, 
who bought a cottage at a summer resort 
and spent their summers there regularly 
instead of renting it out and never return- 
ing after the first season. 


Mrs. Homebody’s 
Questionnaire 


RS. HOMEBODY does not have 

much time to read up on politics 
and the news of the day, but she had 
imbibed some of the Edison exposé’s of 
ignorance, and having sacrificed some- 
what to send her brood through college, 
became rather peeved over the matter. 
She has therefore a questionnaire of her 
own for Mr. Edison and wonders if he 
will pass X Y Z. Her questions read: 

1. What is a gusset? 

2. What is a gore? 

3. What do you do to Sunday’s roast 
beef to make it do for Monday night? 

4. How can you keep the washing 
machine from denuding the clothes of 
buttons? 

5. How can you reconcile Children’s 
desires for luxuries with husband’s allow- 
ance for the table? 

6. What is a fell? 

7. Name ten ways of cooking left-over 
potatoes. 

8. What is the best method of making 
boys practice on the violin in baseball 
season? 

9. Why do most men think they know 
it all? 


Shooting the Shoots 
It was after the colored soldiers had 
finished firing at the rifle range that the 
company commander sent in to head- 
quarters the following list: 


Expert Riflemen .......... 10 
Shaspshooters ............ 31 
Crapshooters ............ 114 





“WHAT'S THE SCANDAL AT THE CLUB?” 
“O_p JAGGS LOFTED HIS DRIVES SO OFTEN THAT HE’S UP BEFORE THE Boarp OF 
GovVERNORS FOR FAVORING HIGH BALLS.” 


Bevare of Vidders 
A little widow now and then 
Plays havoc with the single men. 
She smites our hearts with glances bright; 
Beware, oh, men! the widow’s smite! 


Some Do Not 
“What are your views on the subject 
of women’s dress?” 
“Well, I think a woman ought to wear at 
least enough clothes to conceal her 
thoughts.” 


Getting Late 
“Why do you dodge Flubdub?” 
“T promised him some early vegetables.” 
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Gtven A Futuristic DRAWING WITH A CAPTION 
TO BE FITTED TO IT, HOW’s THIs?—Dr. HarLow 
Suaptey or Harvarp UNIVERSITY HAS RELE- 
GATED THE EARTH TO A PLACE ONE THOUSAND 
TIMES LESS IMPORTANT THAN IT HAS HERETO- 
FORE OCCUPIED. WE ARE NOW 360,000,000,- 
000,009,000 MILES FROM THE CENTER OF THE 
UNIVERSE. Wuy TALK aBouT Rexativity? 





News-Notes 


By Lesure Van Every 


"THE only clue to 
the grocery burg- 
lary last night is a 
pair of gloves which 
were found in the road 
early this morning, by 
Lem Bushnell, our 
marshal. Lem is tak- 
ing finger-prints of 
them to aid him in 
hunting their owner. 
Truman Bilge’s only 
objection to rubber 
heels is that when he 
walks with them it 
don’t seem like he is 
getting any place. 
Miss Tilly Tapper, who wore her knee 
skirt into the grocery Saturday, had a 
notion to pull it up when a mouse entered 
her presence, but Tilly got another notion. 


If Money Could Really 
Talk 


By Henry FisHer 


““T MAY be old, wrinkled and dirty, but 

I’m sure that you’re going to love me 

more than that 1921 quarter in your 

pocket. My last master kissed me before 

exchanging me for a stack of poker chips.” 
* * * 


“Curses! To think that I’ve been in 
eighteen welfare drives only to become 
an ordinary tip in a restaurant!” 

+ - * 

“Don’t believe her, conductor; the 

child in her arms is over four!” 
* + + 

“Well, can you beat that? Here I’ve 
been blowing around Riverside Drive for 
the last two days and nobody even low- 
ered their chin tolook at me. Gee! I wish 
I were down on the crowded east side!” 

* * * 

“Some class to me today! She spilled 
a lot of nine-dollars-a-bottle perfume all 
over me. Wonder what’s the big idea?” 

* . * 

“Tf you have nothing in the balcony, 
my master will remove my brother from 
his pocketbook for a box seat.” 

* * * 


“So long, fellers, I’m off for the big 
bath at the Government Laundry in 
Washington!” 

Interested 

“The bathing suits this year are dis- 
gusting!” 

“Where did you see them on sale, ma?” 
asked her shapely daughter. 


Sing It 
You can get along without a dimple if 
there’s sunshine in your smile. 


Egg View 
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Said the Upper Berth to the Lower Register— 


Carpentier and the Great Knock-Out 


T’S wonderful to have a cosmopolitan 
| acquaintance. 

I’m just a Mere Citizen of the 
United States (sometimes under protest) 
and whe I tel. you that within a month I 
had lunch with old Doc Einstein, “‘ Babe” 
Ruth, Madame Curie, old scout Beauvais, 
Jack Dempsey, Tom Edison,Fannie Hurst, 
Doug Fairbanks and Georges Carpentier, I 
expect you to park an extra thought on my 
personality. 

I must admit that the most interesting of 
this bunch was Carpentier. He first of all 
complimented me on my French, and then 
—pipe this!—he launched into a eulogy of 
Camille Flammarion, the famous French 
astronomer-psychist and his new book, 
“Death and Its Mystery,” just published 
in English by the Century Co. 

“But, monsieur,” I gurgled aghastedly, 
“I'd prefer you to tell me all about your 
life, not about your coming transportation 
to another dimension.”’ 

“Ecoute!”’ smiled back the great and 
fascinating Georges through his ivory lat- 
tice work. ‘I became convinced long ago 
that Death was not a knock-out. After 
you are floored, some one counts ten on 
you. If you get up before ten, you get 
another seventy-year contract with a fourth 
dimensional Monsieur Rickard. This book 
of Monsieur Flammarion’s tells me flatly 
that this life is only a training-camp for the 
next. What can be more interesting to a 
prize-fighter than that? And I feel it is true. 
And don’t you see that each one of us has 
got his Monsieur Dempsey to wallop?” 

Then Georges switched to Einstein 
while I nearly swallowed my fork. 


By Benjamin De CassEreEs 


England’s Changing ! 


. OUNG ladies,” says Mr. Willoughby, 

of London, ‘“‘are said to be a disap- 
pearing class. They are exquisite upon a 
Watteau fan, and in the Pump Room at 
Bath they must have been charming, but 
it is doubted whether there is any place 
in the world for them today.” 

Which made me think that the phrase 
“young ladies’’ is dying out in America. 
There are women and gals. We do not 
even refer to “‘old ladies” any more. 
Which shows that times, like undercloth- 
ing, are always changing. 

Willoughby goes on further in his book, 
“About It and About” (E. P. Dutton 
and Company), to discourse on a multitude 
of things that are English and which, 
strangely enough, apply to us as well. 
Blood is, after all, thicker than h’s. 

Take what Mr. Willoughby says about 
public houses. In England if you bought 
champagne in a pub. vou were permitted to 
shake hands with the landlord. A beauti- 
ful custom, which was abolished in this 
country by Sirdar Volstead. I remember at 
old Mouquin’s, on Sixth avenue, New York, 
if I ordered a pony of brandy worth thirty 
cents the head waiter was summoned 
from rake-off corner to pour it out for me. 

The higher in society you go, the more 
ceremony youjencounter. And it wasnatu- 
ral in the liquid days that the pretensions 
of thirst should thus be complimented. 

Young ladies and the maitre d’hétel are 
passing away in London. We follow suit. 
Another proof for Mr. Hearst of our “‘slav- 
ery to England.” 

There is a lot of “dry wit” in this book. 
There is nothing else Over Here! 
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A Currey of Cod 


EORGIANA SOMERSET hurled the 

dictionary through the window. It 

hit the sentry guarding the cellar. Curses 

flowed like water-chasers at a revenue offi- 
cers’ banquet. 

Aletha van Breda whirled into the drive- 
way. She had come by taxi from Jack-in- 
the-Box, papa’s shooting lodge. 

She whistled. The sentry shouldered 
arms. Georgiana laid her crown of glory 
on the piano. She knew. 

The weathervane veered toward Cape 
Cod. Dr. James Barry, the dentist of 
cods, had a strange garden here. He 
raised things in it, including the place where 
the Broadways are paved with good inten- 
tions. 

So it was not surprising that Major 
Cloete should suffer a great shock when he 
tied his horse to a low mimosa tree near the 
garden. One arm of the bay beyond had 
neuritis. Its better half was up in arms. 

It was too much for Penderby. Geor- 
giana Somerset had lost her dictionary. 
Not a word remained in her head. Hip- 
pocket Holmes still remained outside of 
the cellar with his gat. 

What to do? 

The Hottentots of the Stellenbosch 
Mountains moved in serried ranks against 
Barry’s garden, where he kept the cods 
tied up for the night. They were led by 
Mijn frau Zorn, a protégé of the Barry- 
mores. The Song of the Pikers could be 
heard on the horizon, which moved farther 
away the nearer Major Cloete got to it. 

René Juta will tell you more about this 
in her extraordinary story, “Cape Currey” 
(Henry Holt and Company). 
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SHORT HISTORY OF THE WORLD, REVEALING THE DELAYED BUT INEVITABLE TRIUMPH OF VIRTUE. 
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To the Victor Belongs— 
By Hersert Hoose 


[XN all probability you can recall one of 
those mild afternoons in October, when 
the sun drifts in back of the clouds and 
remains there, hidden and contented, for 
the rest of the day. It was on just such an 
afternoon that this bit of near tragedy was 
enacted. 

The once white tent was a sombre gray, 
as a result of the unceasing wear and tear 
to which it had been subjected. The little 
white flag was heard to ripple its sad tale 
to the gently moving breezes. A rusty 
cannon was drawn up into position, but 
one knew it had barked its last warning to 
the subdued enemy. The guns that rested 
so firmly on the shoulders of the two 
guards were extremely shiny, and had the 
sun been sending its rays in their direction 
they would have flashed with blinding 
light. There was something distinctive 
about the setting that would be improper 
to divulge at this time. 

A very short, slim general sat inside the 
tent. His mood was imperious; yet, he 
seemed most verecund even in his victory. 

Soon, an officer, indeed the general of the 
defeated forces, appeared with a crimson 
smeared bandage fastened securely by a 
safety pin about this troubled brow. 
What a sight to see! He came on with a 
mighty air, head high, his bearing wholly 
pugnacious. 

Once the receiving formalities had 


Drawn by T. S. Tousey 
THE MAN WHO WAS ALWAYS KIND TO ANIMALS REACHES PARADISE. 
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*“‘THAT MAN HAS ONE OF THE BEST TENOR VOICES IN THE COUNTRY, BUT HE SIMPLY 


WON’T SING.” 
“He wont? 


passed into history, the two eminent lead- 
ers of the respective warring contingents 
settled beside the creaking box, which was 
forced into use as a table. Their aides 
were among those present, and as peculiar 
as it seemed, nobody smoked! 

“Well,” drawled the victorious general, 
looking directly into his opponent’s stead- 
fast gaze, ‘what yer gotta offer?” 

The one ad- 
dressed took on 
arather vacuous 
expression. 
Squinting his 
eyes, he replied: 
“Va licked us. 
We'll let ya git 
as far as th’ 
river, and stay 
there till some 
terms is made, 
see?”’ 

‘“More’n 
that!” growled 
the other man 
in an angry 
high-pitched 
tone. He rose 
hastily. 

It was incon- 
ceivable that 
\. two such gen- 
erals should 
fight, them- 
selves. The mo- 
ment was tense. 
Would they dare 
strike? Yes; 
they did strike! 
Once again the 
victorious gen- 
eral was victo- 


rious. The 
guards darted in 
between them 


WELL THAT’S THE ONLY KIND OF A TENOR I LIKE.” 


so as to prevent any further unpremedi- 
tated hostilities from becoming an actu- 
ality. The aides stood aghast. There 
followed an agonizing silence. 

It was broken by a woman’s shrill cry. 
“Willie, how many times must I call you 
to supper? Tommy’s mother wants him 
too. Don’t let me speak again! Under- 
stand?” 


Gossip 
By Ricuarp Butter GLAENZER 


OSSIP, of a dozen evils, 
_—— You're the slyest, therefore worst; 
As to cotton-bolls the weevils. 
Quite innocuous at first, 
You grow, grow, grow, 
Till you ruin 
Something fine and pure as snow; 
Neither bruin 
Winter-lean 
Nor a leopard crazed with thirst 
Acts so famished, is so mean; 
You’re a pest which spite has nursed. 


Feigning purity, you pander 
To the prudes that fear to do 
What their malice pins as slander 
On the frank till false seems true: 
You stab, stab, stab, 
Till you riddle 
Something decent with your blab: 
There’s no middle 
Course to take 
In avoiding plagues like you; 
For your sire is Eden’s snake, 
Dam, glib Gulliver’s Yahoo! 


Agreed 
Preacher—What did you think of my 
sermon on Jacob wrestling with the Angel? 
Parishioner—Fine. Do you know, that’s 
the only wrestling-match that I ever felt 
was really on the square? 
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How to Lose Your DeELusions 


ITH the decline of witchcraft 

\ \ and high hats came in the vaca- 

tion. We made room for it. 
The old women of one sex who cast spells 
and the old women of the other who doted 
on their dignity had grown stale—so they 
were shunted. Thus we fixed the habit of 
handing a time-table and a week’s wages 
to everybody caught mumbling by day- 
light. 

The vacation sloughs off the skin of 
much decrepit old stuff. The hills say 
much to us in silence. The poets were 
right about the eloquence of the sea. The 
trees sigh over our ignorance. The brooks 
babble as soon as we stick our city faces 
through the bushes. The man with the 
hoe waits to see what kind of a sharp selling 
trick we are going to uncover. We notice 
that we are back where we have no opin- 
ions of our own, and where everything has 
an opinion of us. 

The crushing knowledge of mankind 
that once gave us a headache is replaced 
by a surprising lightness. Where are the 
prejudices on a million subjects which once 
made us spit pins? We are instructed by 
the wilds in the monumental truth that 
the city doesn’t matter. What we deemed 
of the most terrific portent is trivial. 
Things which stirred continents shrink to 
minute and insufferable insipidity. 

The “big man” of the city shrivels to 
the proportions of a gnat in the face of 
a looming mountain, or the booming 
surf. No one among us is important to 
a snow-clad peak and no one with power, 
prestige, genius or beauty is of the slight- 
est consequence to a rushing comber or 
a pine tree. Nature wears a perpetual 
and sardonic grin for the self-important, 
and the funniest sight in the world is a 
fussy man confronting Niagara. 

This discovery of our own meagreness is 
the medicine of the game. When the 
cranial recesses receive hospitably the 
suggestion that there is money in farming; 
when the deeps of our savage breasts stir 
with the zest of trappers and Indians; 
when we insist that a frying-pan is a might- 


ier tool of true happiness than the tariff; 
when we pity the hordes obtuse to the 
charm of the simple life—then we have 
reached the high peak of efficiency, and 
can straighten the tangle which has 
accumulated in the office among the bone- 
heads we left behind. 


Wor.tp DisARMAMENT 


HIS issue of disarmament is as old as 

human nature and pugnacity. We 
have always been in favor of peace when 
our temper was sweet. We only become 
ebullient when some strong passion beats 
the drum and blows the bugle and the 
sluggish liver bounds to the shout of glory 
and the fray! 

It is fair to assume that international 
patriotism will one day become as common 
as international religion. But it is also a 
fair premise that what is eventual may not 
be immediately practical. 

There has been accumulated during the 
last five thousand years an assortment of 
disastrous animosities, which inflame folks 
until they boil with resentment at the 
very suggestion of each other’s existence. 
This spleen must subside before we can 
debate in our shirts. 

The oriflamme of war, which has blazed 
high over the course of time, is still the 
symbol of the spirit-stirring qualities. 
The energy which made races powerful 
thrived in its light. It often happened that 
Colonel Fight-the-good-fight and Captain 
Smite-them-hip-and-thigh were in favor of 
truth and freedom. 

When the fighting fire burns out—when 
cool logic sits on the throne of reason— 
when nations are too placid or too busy 
to expose their fortunes—when every race 
thinks it has life on the level—then we may 
unbuckle Mars and hire him out to the 
taxpayer. 

All professional warriors yearn to retire 
and milk cows. But they interpret old 
ZEsop to mean that encouraging apathy 
in the lamb without abolishing wolf-teeth 
is a violation of ethics. Governments may 
throw ships and armament on the scrap 
pile. Abstract pacifism may find universal 
adherence. But, until cupidity becomes 


obsolete, bulldogs mew like kittens, race- 
feuds melt in dissolution, world-sense 
becomes as sane as Uncle Sam and Canada 
—we shall not hail disarmament as a doc- 
trine of universal application. 


Tuis 1s THE Lanp! 


OMETHING is always happening to 

set the simple-minded dancing. A 
tailor in Louisville presses trousers on the 
legs of the wearer. A stove deriving its 
cooking heat from the sun was exhibited 
to the Smithsonian Institute. A clergy- 
man in Atlantic City quotes unquestioned 
theological authority in vindication of 
stockingless bathing girls. An economist 
statistically proves that the surest way to 
wealth is to raise ten children and collect 
their wages. 

This is the land! All others are imita- 
tions. Here, when the milk is spilled, there 
is more in the cow. Here, when we are 
bankrupt playing as rich as the neighbors, 
we move away and start the game with 
new people; when love turns cold by moon- 
light we embrace reform, without usurping 
anybody’s conjugal rights; when we have 
accumulated a large mass of trouble we 
recollect the relations we haven’t seen 
since the last family funeral; when the 
angels scratch in anybody’s cupboard the 
news is flashed to duller sensibility and 
more skeptical understandings. 

This is the land where acquirements are 
accomplishments and the show equals the 
substance; where we popularize everything 
from food to foolery and stabilize the pack- 
ages with sound sense and wholesome 
enthusiasm; where the virulent brays of 
invective evoke effervescent sparkles from 
the fount of joy; where the velocity exhil- 
arates and cadavers live until they drop 
dead; where everybody practices expe- 
dients and all venerate principle; where 
silence is voluble because it means busi- 
ness; where there is no splay-footed envy 
of another’s ostentation because each 
spender loves his own; where the males are 
equipped for combat and the women for 
love; where nothing is bitter but quinine, 
nothing as thirsty as truth, and nothing 
sweeter than today and tonight. 
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Digest 





More Than One Way—The captain of 
a ship had some Scotch in his cabin and 
wanted to transfer it to a thirsty family in 
the best part of this city, but customs offi- 
cers barred the way. 

Then a taxi was backed up against the 
wharf. The steward received orders from 
the bridge to produce the ship’s cat in a 
sack. The old man hadn’t got off the gang 
plank before he was pounced upon by a 
customs man. 

“Wotcha got in that sack?” he asked. 

“A cat,” was the reply. 

“Let’s have a look at it,” persisted the 
law. 

The bag was opened and out hopped 
Thomas and scuttled back aboard. The 
captain chased after it. Presently he 
appeared with the sack. 

“Didya get him?” asked the customs 
man. 

“T sure did and he won’t get away 
again,” was the reply. 

“Sorry to give you all that trouble, cap- 
tain, but duty is duty, sir.” 

“Don’t mention it; I admire you for it. 
What the service wants is more men like 
you,” said the skipper, as he climbed 
aboard the taxi with his sack, which this 
time, instead of a cat, contained three bot- 
tles of Scotch— New York World. 


Paying Up—“A great many of my 
patients are paying up.” 

“To what do you attribute that, doc- 
tor?” 

“T suppose they think they can work me 
for liquor prescriptions.” — Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 


Promise of Cheer—“Did you ever 
have a sinking feeling when you knocked at 
a door marked, ‘private’?” 

“T used to when I was a younger man,” 
said Mr. Jagsby, “but not now.” 

“No?” 

“Nowadays most of the downtown hos- 
pitality is dispensed in private offices.” — 
Birmingham Age- Herald. 

















“Hun, DON’T SPEAK OF MONEY—IT ISN’T 
WORTH ANYTHING NOWADAYS.” 

“WELL—THEN, PERHAPS YOU WILL LEND 
ME A THOUSAND.” —Kasper (Stockholm). 


Influence of Home Brew—“ Crimson 
Gulch seems to have become strangely 
sedate,” remarked the visitor. 

“Yep,” replied Cactus Joe; “all the boys 
have taken a notion to get married and 
settle down. Instead of squandering 
money they’re savin’ it up to buy yeast 
and raisins and such.”—Washington Star. 


Scotch Thrift Through a Tube 

















Macpherson (on his way through London)— 
I’VE ONLY AN ’OOR TO SPARE, AN’ AS I'VE NEVER 
BEEN IN LONDON BEFORE, WHAT D’YE SAY TO A 
RUN ROON THE TOON ON A "BUS? 

McTavish—An "oor, D’yE SAY? WE'LL NAE 
MANAGE IT IN THE TIME ON A’BUS. WE'D BEST 
TAKE THE UnpercRounp!—Passing Show 


(London). 
21 


of the World’s Humor 





Ancient Inquiry—“We are still seek- 
ing,” said the scientist, “to ascertain the 
exact purpose for which the pyramids of 
Egypt were constructed.” 

“Yes,” replied Senator Sorghum, absent- 
mindedly. “Some of these investigations 
do take a long time.” —Washingion Star. 


Optimism of Candidates—“ How’s 
Sam Twobble getting along in his race for 
constable?” 

“He’s greatly encouraged.” 

"Ya" 

“Three citizens accepted cigars this 
morning and assured him of their support. 
Sam’s predicting a groundswell.”—Bir- 
mingham A ge- Herald. 


Tact Necessary—Another thing Col. 
Harvey should avoid, if possible, in his new 
réle of diplomat is making any: comment 
on Queen Mary’s hat.—Ohio State Journal. 


All Aboveboard—They say a woman 
cannot keep a secret. 

That’s why I believe in having women in 
politics. I’m in favor of pitiless publicity. 
—Toronto Telegram. 


Help Yourself—Out in Iowa they have 
adopted the cafeteria style of feeding the 
hogs, and it is an improvement over the 
style practiced by man. No self-respect- 
ing politician believes this country will be 
what it ought to be until the offices are 
disposed of in the same way.— Nashville 
Tennesseean. 


In Low Spirits—“ You have a woman 
mayor here?” 

“Ves. She’s just been elected and her 
husband is about the uneasiest man in 
town.” 

“Why so?” 

“He’s told several of his friends con- 
fidentially that if his wife still has the same 
opinion of him she had before the election 
he’s slated for the job of dog catcher,”— 
Birmingham Age- Herald, 














Not a Bolshevist—John Daniel, the 
foreign-born gorilla who died recently, 
must have been a pretty good citizen. 
Though the climate was against him he did 
not advocate the overthrow of the gov- 
ernment.—T oledo Blade. 


Housing Problem—The Policeman— 
You folks can’t stay in the park all night. 
You'll have to go home. 

Mr. Doubleup—But it’s not our turn, 
officer. We share our flat with another 
family and they occupy it at night.— 
Houston Post. 

A Monkey Home—“ What is this Dar- 
winian theory, anyhow?” asked Mr. 
Wapping. 

“So far as I can learn,” replied Mr. 
Twobble, “it’s the theory that the original 
family tree produced cocoanuts.’’—Bir- 
mingham A ge- Herald. 


One Reason — Jeacher — Tell me, 


George, why does the cuckoo lay its eggs in 

the nests of other birds? 
George—Probably because of the housing 

shortage.—Boston Globe. 


A Dainty Dip 


No Synchronization 

















‘It’s DARN FUNNY THAT WE CAN’T BOTH GET 
OVER AT THE SAME TIME.”—Kasper (Siock- 
holm). 


Souvenirs Too Few—Another proof 
that the war was stopped too soon may be 
found in the report that the Government 
cannot supply the demand for German 
cannon for the village parks.—Cincinnali 
Enquirer. 


His Views—‘Is your neighborhood a 
good one in which to locate?” 

“Naw, my neighborhood is composed of 
poor people trying to act rich. Nothing 
pays here but beauty parlors.” —Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 
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or IS MIGHTY PROUD OF HIS HANDS. 
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I’LL BET HE HAS THEM MANICURED!” 
Ep. AND HE ONLY PUTS THEM INTO THE POCKETS OF DRESS Coats.” —Die Muskete (Vienna). 








Modernized—‘“ How was the amateur 
performance of ‘Macbeth’?” 

“Not so bad.” 

“ And how was the sleep-walking scene?” 

“Strictly up-to-date. Lady Macbeth 
carried an electric flashlight instead of a 
candle.”—Birmingham Age- Herald. 


Winning a Reputation—‘“How did 
you get the reputation of being a great 
connoisseur of art? ’ 

“Whenever I saw a picture that seemed 
to me particularly ridiculous, I declared 
that it was sublime.” —Boston Transcript. 


Getting Even—At one of the players’ 
clubs they tell this story: 

A certain youthful and sarcastic dra- 
matic critic had been particularly severe 
upon the efforts of an actress whom more 
than once he had scored unmercifully. 
In course of time the two met and the 
actress, with an affectation of humility, 
said: 

“Really, Mr. Smith, I think it cruel of 
you to roast me like that, especially when 
it is considered that I have three children 
and a husband who is a dramatic critic to 
support.” —Philadelphia Ledger. 


Deserved Death—‘ What’s become of 
the old-fashioned dramatic critic who used 
to write about an ‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin’ 
show and compliment the dogs?” 

“T’ve located his successor in a little 
Western town.” 

“Well? ’ 

“Tn reviewing ‘Hamlet,’ as presented in 
the local theatre, he said the large number 
of fatalities at the end of the play reconciled 
the audience to the performance.’’—Bir- 
mingham A ge- Herald. 


Wonder if They Would?—“ These are 
genuine old masters,” said Newrich, show- 
ing a friend through his palatial home. 

“T suppose you are very proud of them.” 

“Yes, and I daresay the old masters 
would have considerable respect for me if 
they knew what I paid for them.”—Boston 
Transcript. 


Kept Something On—“ Was that your 
model going out as I came in?” asked the 
visitor to the studio of a painter-friend. 

“Yes; and a very good model she is,” 
was the artist’s reply. 

“Does she ever pose in the nude?” 

“No; she never takes off her diamond 
rings.’’— Yonkers Statesman. 


Realism—Friend (viewing picture)— 
How realistic! It fairly makes my mouth 
water. 

Artist—A sunset makes your mouth 
water? 

Friend—Bless me! I thought it was a 
fried egg.—Boston Transcript. 
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Walter Was Irritated—lIt is, perhaps, 
unnecessary to give the name of the New 
England city which is the residence of the 
lad who figures in this story. 

There had been a visitor, and to this lad 
she said: “And so this is little Walter? 
My, my! What a big boy you’ve grown to 
be! I wouldn’t have believed it possible.” 

“Mother,” said Walter when the visitor 
had gone, “doesn’t it pass your compre- 
hension how persons in whom one would 
naturally expect an ordinary degree of 
intelligence appear to believe, all history 
and nature to the contrary, that the chil- 
dren of their acquaintance will always 
remain infants and persist in expressing 
surprise when they observe the perfectly 
natural increase in one’s stature?””—W ash- 
ington Star. 

Got the Best of Him—As Harry, who 
is six years old, came in the back door, he 
was saying to himself: “Well, I got the 
best of him that time.” 

His mother happened to be in the kit- 
chen. “Harry, have you and the neighbor 
boy been fighting again?” she asked. 

Harry was quick to reply: “Not this 
time. You know when he was over here 
last week, we made a kite, and you made 
me let him take it home with him. Yester- 
day we made a bird-house, and he had to 
take it home. So today we dug holes, and 
he didn’t take them home with him.” 
—Indianapolis News. 


Prison Fare—The milk having run out, 
little Roger had to be contented with 
bread and water. “Gee!’’ he exclaimed as 
he seated himself before this meager repast, 
“my stumick will think I’m in jail.” —Bos- 
ton Transcript. 


Wished on Him—It had been the cus- 
tom of her family to name the first child 
after her family. So when Washburn was 
about six years old one of the neighbors 
remarked to him: “Washburn is a very 
funny name for a first name. How did 
they ever come to call you that?” 

Washburn’s reply was ready. 

“That was my mother’s name and when 
she married pa, she had no more use for it. 
So they just wished it on me.”—Indian- 
apolis Star. 


At Pa—Little Freddy was using his fists 
on little Helen. “Freddy, stop!” com- 
manded his mother. “Don’t you know 
that a gentleman never strikes a lady? ’ 

Instantly Helen stopped crying. 

“They do, too,” she contradicted. 

“Why, Helen,” said mother, “when did 
you ever see a gentleman strike a lady?” 


With an air of convincing proof the little - 


maid replied: 
“Daddy spanks me.”—Ladi 
Journal. 


Home 


“Jack’’ and the Bean’s Talk 
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““You’RE ALWAYS TALKING ABOUT CAPITAL, 


Still in Doubt—The very small boy 
with the very large gun was standing in a 
country road. ‘ 

“What are you hunting, bub?” aske 
a passer-by. 

“T dunno,’ 
ain’t seen it 


Weekly. 


’ 


he replied, frankly. “I 
yet.”—American Legion 


Speeding the Parting— Host—So sor- 
ry you have to be going. 
Guest—Indeed I am, too. By the way, 





I’m not sure about my train. It’s nine 
something, but 
Host’s Little Son—It’s 9.3. Pa said he 


hoped you’d take that one.—Boston 


Transcript. 


Underneath the Bough 
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“SHALL WE SPEND A SUNDAY WITH NATURE, 
ARTHUR?” 

“Yes. Let’s sIT IN THE SHADE OF YOUR 
HAT AND ENJOY THE FLOWERS!”—Blaeiter 
(Munich). 
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Wuat’s CAPITAL, ANYWAY?” 
“It’s THE MONEY THE OTHERS HAVE.” —Kasper (Stockholm). 





Spoiling Everything—“ The Wappings 
have a new car, I see.” 

“Yes, but Mrs. Glipping is taking some 
of the edge off Mrs. Wappings’s triumph.” 

“How’s that?” 

“She’s going about the neighborhood 
whispering the hateful word, ‘instal- 
ments.’”—Birmingham Age- Herald. 


A Fashion Note—The two-piece skirt 
is now mentioned favorably by the Fash- 
ion’s Forecast editor, and we suppose some 
will jump to conclusions and indorse it at 
once, but the question we intend to press is 
this: How big are the pieces?>—Ohio State 
Journal. 


Nothing on Her—A man managed to 
get into conversation with a pretty girl 
during a railway journey. He was very 
pleased with himself and when the train 
arrived at his destination he said to the 
girl: 

“T have to thank you for making this 
otherwise dull journey a very pleasant one. 
I’m afraid you wouldn’t, perhaps, have 
been so nice if you’d known I was a married 
man.” 

“Oh, as to that,” said the girl, “you 
have no advantage over me. I’m an 
escaped lunatic.”— Houston Post. 


Sex Dexterity—Yes, Luke, a woman 
can sharpen a lead pencil as quickly as a 
man can thread a needle.—Chicago News. 


Wait—The fun will start when some- 
body undertakes to reform the women.— 
Columbia (S. C.) Herald. 














A Good Lullabuy 

















Mr. Brown (watching hypnotist)—I wish WE COULD HIRE HIM FoR BABY!—London Mail. 





clergyman 
always felt it his duty to give each couple 
a little serious advice before he performed 


Preparedness—A certain 


the marriage ceremony. He usually took 
them aside one at a time and talked very 
soberly to each regarding the great impor- 
tance of the step they were about to take 
and the new responsibilities they were to 
assume. One day he talked in his most 
earnest manner for several minutes to a 
young woman who had come to be mar- 
ried. “And now,” he said, in closing, “I 
hope you fully realize the extreme impor- 
tance of the step you are taking, and that 
you are prepared for it.” 

“Prepared!” replied the bride inno- 
cently. “Well, if I ain’t prepared, I don’t 
know who is. I’ve got four common 
quilts and two nice ones and four brand 
new feather-beds, ten sheets and twelve 
pairs of pillow-slips, four linen tablecloths, 
a dozen spoons and a new six-quart kettle, 
and lots of other things.” — Houston Post. 


She Told Him—“ Lester was one of the 
best men that ever lived.” 

“How do you know?” 

“Oh, I married his widow.’’—London 
Mail, 


Got Him Scared—“I notice Gayboy 
is behaving better.” 

“Yes, his wife is keeping a diary.” 

“T see. They’re liable to publish any- 
thing these days.”—Lowisville Courier- 
Journal. 


To Be Pitied—“I pity poor Alice with 
such a commonplace husband.” 

“Tt must be awful She says even the 
things he says in his sleep are dull and un- 
interesting.”—Boston Transcript. 


A Modern Reason—Alice—Why don’t 
you marry Harry? 

Virginia—He doesn’t believe in divorce! 
—Town Topics 


Nasty Man—Mrs. Newlywed—Jack, 
will you meet mother at the station and 
show her the way home? 

Newlywed—You bet I will, dearest. 
Where does she live?-—American Legion 
Weekly. 


Anything for an Ad 

















“Tose DupontTs MANAGE TO KEEP UP 


THEIR PUBLICITY.” : 
“ARE THEY STILL TALKING ABOUT THEM 
IN THE PAPER?” 
“Wuy, ves, MapaMe Dupont WAS RUN OVER 


By A TAXI.” —Le Rire (Paris). 
24 








A “Poker Face’’—“ How did Mr. Grab- 
coin conduct himself while he was being 
tried for profiteering?” 

“His facial control was so perfect that it 
was a great help to his lawyers.”—Bir- 
mingham Age- Herald. 


Trying Society Tactics—W ife—Don’t 
you think, dear, the grass on the lawn 
ought to be cut? 

Hub—Certainly—let’s ignore it.—Bos-. 
ton Transcript. 


Lazy Jude—During the war Jude John- 
son of Atchison was a pacifist. “War isa 
sin,” he cried. “The swords should be 
beaten into ploughshares.”” But now that 
the war is over Jude refuses to follow a 
ploughshare. Three farmers offered him 
jobs the other day and he described his 
rheumatism to them in detail.—Atchison 
Globe. 


No Fault at All—Gentleman—(to house 
agent)—The great disadvantage is that the 
house is so damp. 

House Agent—Disadvantage, sir? Ad- 
vantage, I call it. In case of fire it 
wouldn’t be so likely to burn.” —Pearson’s 
Weekly (London). 


Tough Luck—“This unemployment 
situation is fierce, isn’t it, Binghams?” 

“Yeah. Punk! It makes me feel rot- 
ten to think all these men are loafing and I 
got a job and have t’ work!” —Richmond 
Times-Dispatch. 


Crool, Crool!—“I suppose,” sniffed 
Mrs. Giddigad, “If something would hap- 
pen to me tomorrow you would look for 
another wife right away?” 

“Oh, no—I’d wait until the next day, at 
least.” 

“You brute.” 

“But Gwendolin——” > _ 

“And like as not you’d do just like some 
other men I know who have second wives.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Carry their breakfast to them up in 
bed.” 

“Perhaps!” 

“Gomer Giddigad, do you know what 
I’d do then?’ 

“ No.” 

“Well, sir, I'd come right up into the 
room and haunt you.” 

“You’d come right up into the room 
where I’d be serving breakfast to my 
second wife?” 

“Ves, I would.” 

“And then do you know what I’d do?” 

“ No.” 

“Well, I’d say to you: 
busy now, and please remove the dishes. 
— Youngstown Telegram. 
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Not in the Vamp Class 




















“CLARA, WON’T YOU GIVE YOUR LITTLE COUSIN A KISS?” 
“But, MAMMA—HE MIGHT MISUNDERSTAND ME!” —Kasper (Stockholm). 








Thoughtful Lawyer—The Judge—No 
two of your witnesses tell the same story. 
How do you explain that? 

The Lawyer—Your Honor, I arranged it 


that way. I didn’t want to make the trial 
too monotonous for you.—Yonkers States- 
man. 


His Bequest—A lawyer was known to 
bea bit grasping. He had just made out a 
will for an old lady client, who was passing 
away. The next day the old lady, very 
near the end, said to him: “About my 
will—lI’ve added something to it. I’ve— 
given—you-—”” 

“Just one minute, my good friend,” 
said the lawyer, wishing to have witnesses 
forthe remark. So he hurriedly called the 
family in, and when all were assembled he 
said to his old client: “Now, say what you 
were going to say.” 

“T’ve—given—you—” and she stopped, 
her breathing becoming more and more 
labored. 

“Yes, yes,” urged the lawyer. Then she 
finished : 

“—a great—deal—of trouble!””—Ladies’ 
Home Journal. 


Generosity—An old negress in Dallas 
has won $20,000,000 worth of property 
in a lawsuit. Her lawyers, finding her in 
poverty, generously agreed to take her 
case—for half the winnings.— Nashville 
Tennesseean. 


Blind Justice—Magistrate (severely)— 
Horse-whipping is the only suitable pun- 


ishment for you and your kind. The idea 
of a man of your size beating a poor, weak 
woman like that! 

Prisoner—But, your Honor, she keeps 
irritating and irritating me all the time. 

Magistrate—How does she irritate you? 

Prisoner—Why, she keeps saying, “ Hit 
me! Beat me! Just hit me once and I’ll 
have you hauled up before that bald- 
headed old reprobate of a magistrate and 
see what he’ll do with you.” 

Magistrate (choking)—Discharged.—Bos- 
ton Post. 








Harsher Name—“ How old are you, 
Uncle Eph?” 

“Ninety-eight years old, sah.” 

“You're a fine example of longevity.” 

“Sah?” 

“T say you are a fine example of longev- 


ity.” 

“Yas, sah. Thank you, sah. But when 
my ol’ ’oman is hard at work an’ I’m settin’ 
in de sunshine dat ain’t whut she calls me.” 


—Birmingham Age- Herald. 


His Fears Realized—A Northern man 
in an optician’s shop in Nashville overheard 
an amusing conversation between the 
proprietor of the establishment and an 
aged darky who was just leaving the place 
with a pair of new spectacles. 

As the old fellow neared the door his eye 
lighted upon an extraordinary looking 
instrument conspicuously placed upon a 
counter. The venerable negro paused for 
several moments to gaze in open-mouthed 
wonder at this thing, the like of which he 
had never seen before. After a long strug- 
gle with his curiosity he was vanquished. 
Turning to the optician, he asked: 

“What is it, boss?” 

“That is an ophthalmotonometer,” re- 
plied the optician, in his gravest manner. 

“Sho,” muttered the old man to him- 
self, as he backed out of the door, his eyes 
still fastened upon the curious looking thing 
on the counter. “Sho, dat’s what I was 
afeared it was.”— Harper’s Magazine. 


The Bald Truth 
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Boss—BEEN TO GET YOUR HAIR CUT? 
OUT TO GET my HAIR CUT? 


WHAT DO YOU THINK WOULD HAPPEN IF I KEPT GOING 


Irrepressible Youth—Tue BARBER WOULD LARF Is OWN "EAD HOFF!—Passing Show (London). 

















Picking 


N California, they say, the removal of 
the tariff has left a crop of lemons 
rotting on the ground. 

The question is brought up: Isa 
tariff on celluloid going to be necessary to 
keep our American crop of peaches from 
dying on the screen? Will free trade in 
films bring on a cloudburst of low-priced 
Pola Negris and all the rest, and drive our 
home-grown, country-raised, milk-fed and 
cream-complexioned Marys and Elsies and 
Constances and Marguerites and Lilians 
and Elaines and Anitas and Normas and 
Dorises and Dorothys clean off the market? 

No fear. It seems to be quite as true of 
film stars as of others—that a new one is 
born every minute. 

In Snohomish, Washington, there is said 
to be a tall, angular woman who is deaf, 
dumb, blind, and absorbed in poultry- 
culture. So far as is known, she is the only 
member of her sex in America who has 
neither wanted, or tried, to “get into 
pictures.” 

At the doors of 4,361 booking agencies 
in the country and California sit 4,361,923 
black, blond, rufus, brunette and brindle 
maidens, waiting for “parts” that will 
show how much better they are than Na- 
zimova or Mary Miles Minter. 

The task of looking over this perpetual 
peach crop falls to a strange and callous 
generation of .star-starters called casting- 
directors. 

Of all forms of motion-picture life, the 
casting-director is easily the most envied, 
and worthy of pity. 

A filet mignon, properly prepared, is a 
most delectable repast. Two filet mignons, 
or filets mignon, or filets mignons, are 
more than enough. Three f. m’s. are far 
too many, and four would leave any but 
the most robust diner in a state of ex- 
panded collapse. 

So with beautiful, near-beautiful, un- 
beautiful and too-beautiful maidens. One 
would delight the eye and make the average 
cardiac motor accelerate and thump. But 
too many are more than enough, and when 
so many yearly are cast before a casting- 
director, he is apt only to sigh and shuffle 
softly away. 


Peaches for the 


By Myron M. STEARNS 


Which is one reason why the embryo 
Marys and Normas and Priscillas are so few 
in number; the searchers become discour- 
aged, or confused, before they find them. 

You are, let us assume, a splashing 
blonde, willing to give up the gay life of a 
stenographer or hair-dresser and offer your- 
self, in the name of Art, to the Movies, to 
be embraced into a fade-out by a beautiful 
hero at several hundred dollars a week, or 
more if the business manager insists: 

You present yourself at the studio 
entrance of your favorite star. The 
casting-director is too busy to see you, 
and besides, we’re not casting today, any- 
how. It makes no difference whether or 
not you’re beautiful as the dawn or gifted 
as Aphrodite and all the rest—you’re not 
wanted, today. Besides, the right way to 
get a hearing is to have photographs made, 
and register at a booking office. 





Pictures Worth Watching: 


SCRAP IRON 
A pleasing Charles Ray drama of humor 
and prize-fights and pathos, with touches 
of novelty. 

SENTIMENTAL TOMMY 
Av _— film version of a charming 
book eat author. 

WAY DOWN. AST 
Griffith’s way of pits a famous melo- 
drama still more fam: 

———- THE BACK DOOR 

Mary Pickford’s last pleasant! _ 

possible movie, of the little 
refugee whose mother is a rich a. 


lady. 

DECEPTION 
A boldly artistic portrayal of Henry the 
Eighth as a real person—quite shocking, 
to be sure. 


—~> 
fascinating eo of the 
, a of Du Barry, with a spectacular 


background of French Hecho 
GYPSY BLOOD 
Pola Negri in an artistic ae of 
the classic traged: 
BOB HAMPTON O. 
Custer’s last stand as 
humor and pathos film that runs the 
gamut from slapstick to ope, q 
A YANKEE IN KING ARTH S COURT 
Some of the best humor yet seen on the 
mm 3 ms es ane oe delineation of Yankee 


THE | FOUR HORSEMEN 
Sincere attempt to the sweeping 
— drama of tenes? world-wide 


THE C CABINET OF DR. CALIGARI 
A complete study of insanity from 
inside guaranteed to fill the booby-hatch. 
THE KID 
A film that shows how even grotesque 
humor can be artistically blended with 
real story interest and pathos. 











Screen 


You register—with a hundred others— 
and leave cabinet photographs of blushing 
loveliness. Perhaps after a year or so you 
get a few chances as an “extra,” and 
become a “professional.” 

Or, you sit in line with many of your 
sisters, while a casting-director casts his 
eve directly at you. 

“This little girl,” says the agent, hope 
fully, ‘‘is just the type you’re after.” 

“Nose too long,” says the c.-d., and 
passes on. 

Or we can look at it from the casting- 
director’s side. 

You represent, we'll say, Whiskamoff 
Pictures, and are looking for a brand new 
ingénue—some “little girl’? who will be 
hailed as your “discovery.” It’s a very 
pleasant pipe-dream. 

You look over about three and a quarter 
quires of cabinet photographs, presented 
by the aforementioned booking agencies. 
You select a quarter gross or so of these 
“stills” as being “good prospects.” Then 
they appear before you, and you look ’em 
over. 

The first one had a wun-der-ful profile 
in the photograph. But when the lady 
appears in person you see she has the fine, 
full cheeks of a German cab-horse. Out. 

The next dame is a blonde, with blue 
eyes. Tooblue. Won’t photograph. Out. 

Then a brunette. Look at the bones in 
her neck! 

Then a red one. Nose like a Bartlett 
pear. 

By this time the bloom has pretty well 
worn off the picking of the peach—but you 
keep on. 

Number nine looks promising—until you 
notice her ankles. Never do a-tall, these 
days. 

Then Number Twenty-four seems fair, 
until she makes a gesture. Born to 
awkwardness, as the sparks fly upward. 
Out. 

By the time the real and only potential 
successor to Mary Pickford comes along, 
Number Sixty-One, you are fast asleep, or 
so confused you can’t tell whether she’s 
an Ash-blonde or a Blue Andalusian. 

(Continued on page 33.) 
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Francine LARRIMORE 
anp Ropert AMES 
SHOW HOW A YOUNG 
LADY SHOULD ALLOW A 
YOUNG GENTLEMAN TO 
DELICATELY INDICATE 
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A Toucu or Locat Cotor.—Princeton Tiger. 


Up-to-Date Definitions 

The Latest Renditions of Modern Slang: 

An oil can is a guy who leaves his rubbers 
on the radiator. 

A slob is a bimbo who eats onions and 
then gets confidential. 

A goof is a poor fish who borrows a 
cigarette and then gets sore because you 
haven’t a match. 

A dumbell is a guy who buys Herpicide 
to use on his hair. 

A bimbo is a guy who blows his breath 
in your face after he has had some home- 
made hootch. 





So They Say! 
OW much will it cost me to 
take you out to dinner? 
About twenty dollars. 
Where are we going, to Bulgaria? 
No, just Bohemia. 
What can we get for $20? 
Some nice stewed chicken, and, 
I don’t like ’em. 
Why? 
They’re hard to handle—Brow: 
Jug. 


Symptoms 

When you begin reading the let- 
ter over twice or thrice or more— 

And studying even the envelope 
and postmark— 

And gazing long at the opening 
and closing in search of some 
deeply hidden meaning— 

And admiring the handwriting and the 
stationery— 

And smiling a dreamy smile as you 
read— 

You’re gone, my boy, you’re gone!— 
Pennsylvania Punch Bowl. 


Finance 
A dollar may only be worth one-half of 
what it used to be, but that is no sign it is 
twice as easy to borrow.—Wisconsin 
Octopus. 





Hicu-Power Microscopic View or VAct- 
TION Fever Bacterta.—Ohio Sun Dial. 


Considerate 
A lady who suffered from phthisis, 
When asked by her lover for khthisis, 
Said, “I’ve such a cough 
You had better go ough 
And be courting some healthier mh thisis.” 
—Columbia Jester. 


Tut! Tut! 

I did not approve, and I told her so. 
Her hair was dyed and her cheeks were 
too ostentatiously red. When I kissed her 
lips the rouge was so thick that it came off 

and reddened mine. And her skirts 





Jutzenheimer is a gink who 
doesn’t drink coffee because the 
spoon bothers his eye. 

A pineapple is a goof who tries 
to get wholesale rates on two-cent 
stamps. 

An egg is an oil can who starts 
to tell a joke and then forgets the 
point. 

A yap is an egg who thinks that 
cold cream is kept in the refrig- 
erator.—Carnegie Puppet. 


Both Kinds 
Teacher—John, please define the 
word “plumber.” 
First Seat—Either a man who 
works about pipes all the time 

















—good heavens! It is a wonder 
they don’t pass a traffic law about 
such skirts. But I was very frank 
about it. 

“It’s absolutely indecent!” | 


cried passionately. “I’m ashamed 
of you, Grandma!” — Princeton 
Tiger. 

Triangular 


I met a girl on board a ship 
Oh, joy, what happy fate! 
But, “watch your step,” the sweet 
thing said 
“IT am the captain’s mate.”— 
Yale Record. 


Loser or Winner? 
Geology Prof.—Please give us the 








or one who pipes about his 
work all the time—Penn State 
Froth. 


Stude—I wonver 1F I’LL BE A GOOF LIKE THAT? 
Prof—I wonper iF I was A GOOF LIKE THAT?—Oregon 
Lemon Punch. 


name of the largest diamond. 
Stude (the morning after)—The 
ace, doctor.—Carolina Tar Baby. 
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Political Exchange—‘ Merchants in 
the wholesale district arranged to discuss 
the PAYING of South Peters and Tchoupi- 
toulas streets with city officials.”.—New 
Orleans Times-Picayune. (E. Cornelius.) 


Her Juvenile Réle—“On Monday 
afternoon at the home of her grandparents, 
Mr. and Mrs. W. B. Wilson, delightfully 
entertained a large number of her little 
friends in honor of her THIRD birthday.” 
—Greenville (N. C.) Reflector. (Joe. E. 
Johnson.) 


Woman’s Day—“ Miss Mary McMa- 
hon, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. J. Sprigg 
McMahon, and granddaughter of John A. 
McMahon, of Dayton, is to be a débutante 
of Dayton society at a ball of the Dayton 
Country club, Wednesday, Dec. 29. In 
Miss McMahon the blood of two leading 
Dayton families is united. 

HER GRANDDAUGHTER ON THE 
PATERNAL SIDE, JOHN A. fF 
McMauHon, in addition to 
being a leader in Ohio, and 
indeed in national law circles, 
served three terms in congress.” 
—Dayton (O.) News. (Charles 

E. Stanton.) 


Magical—“With them the | 
millionaire’s witnesses, before _ 
the proceeding was declared adjourned 
for five days, brought forth hair brushes 
in which were wisps of red hair a suit- 
CASE and some TEA Cups.”—Washington 
Times. (Harry J. Taylor.) 


He Had Her Right—“ Marcia was un- 
pleasantly silent, except when Macartney 
was there, WHEN SHE SAT IN HIS POCKET and 
they talked low like lovers.” —Kansas City 
Star. (M.F. Beard.) 


Aquatic Coronation—‘The general 
supposition was that the balloon had been 
in the water for two weeks and that the 
five men were CROWNED.”—Vicksburg 
(Miss.) Herald. (Stephen Voelker.) 


Feline Massage—“‘A cat sits on my 
FACE every night and makes the night 
hideous with his infernal row. Now I 
don’t want to have any bother with my 
neighbor, but this nuisance has gone far 
enough, and I want you to advise me what 
to do.’”—Times-Picayune (New Orleans). 
(L. Ambrose.) 


Why Marvel?—‘In the Chicago 7ri- 
bune of last Sunday in the beauty contest 
of the most beautiful girls in this state, ap- 
peared the picture of Miss Norine Paulson 
of Osage. Every one IS SURPRISED that Miss 
Paulson will have a good chance at winning 
one of the prizes offered.”—Mason City 
(Ia.) Globe-Gazette. (B. Caldwell.) 


A Husky Mascot—“ An employee in the 
service of the government was accused ot 
having stolen A SMALL Ox from the MAIL. 
The stolen property was found in his vest 
pocket.” —Brooklyn Eagle. (W. Weisman.) 


Aline in Search of Her Youth—“ Miss 
Aline Weil, in charge of the millinery de- 
partment at Rothschild’s is leaving Sun- 
day for New York on A BOYING TRIP.” — 
—Selma (Ala.) Times-Journal. (E. W. 
Carr.) 


Figure Up the Pile for Yourself 








‘*\ GIANT MONOLITH CONSISTING OF A SINGLE 
COLUMN OF STONES 100 FEET HIGH, IN THE 


RED CANON, COLORADO. FIGURES IN THE 
FOREGROUND GIVE AN IDEA OF THE SIZE OF 
THE pPILE.”’—Minneapolis (Minn.) Tribune 


(Robert L. Pierce). 
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Preparing the Way for Lizzie—“ Just 
as the machine had started to cross the 
tracks, Miss Ostrowski heard the train be- 
hind them. She tried to swing to the left 
into Morton avenue, but was too late. The 
pilot of the locomotive picked up the light 
Ford and PUSHED DOWN THE TRACKS IN 
FRONT OF IT.”—Lake County (Hammond, 
Ind.) Times. (J. R. Yoder.) 


The Danger of Political Corrosion— 
“James G. Dallas, 80 years old, former Sun- 
day night from lockjaw. One week ago he 
stepped on a RUSTY REPUBLICAN ASSEM- 
BLYMAN, died nail, penetrating his foot 
and causing tetanus.’’—Erie (Pa.) Times. 
(Leonard Smith.) 


His Cold, Cold Love—“ Do you believe 
in love at first sight, or is it merely infatua- 
tion? I recently met a young man at a 
party, and he was MORE THAN 
ICE TO ME, and I felt that I had 
known him for some time.”— 
New York Daily News. (Miss 
Lillian Spotkov.) 


An Earful of Welsh—‘ And 
Ruth felt, somehow, that she was 
nothing more than a small child 
permitted to sit and listen to the 
W yilRsaid,lv-y ao ao ao aoaoao 
grown-ups’ conversation.” — 
Elizabeth (N. J.) Daily Journal. (Miss 
M. Shafer.) 


Strenuous Necessity—‘‘The glasses 
had been broken by a blow or kick and part 
of the glass driven into Mr. Taylor’s left 
eye so that it was found necessary to RE- 
MOVE the eye in order to SAVE HIS SIGHT.” 
—Boston Globe. (R. N. Saxtan.) 


Peace at Last—‘This program will 
end the year’s work for the choir. The 
members take a vacation during the 
months of July and August for which the 
congregation WILL OFFER THANKS.’—The 
Modern Woodmen. (Edward Stine.) 


The Marvels. of Eugenics—“A new 
son was born to Mr. and Mrs. Joseph 
Sovers of Big Grove township June 7. This 
makes the fifth son and one daughter in 
this family. Mr. Sovers is one of the pro- 
gressive young farmers of Big Grove and 
RAISES A VERY SUPERIOR GRADE OF CATTLE 
AND HoGS.”—Iowa City Citizen. (Edward 
Stine.) 























Drawn by Wr. Summons a g 
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a; ’ A True Friend What Not to Do 
Home Sick Bobbie AID Miss Mouse to Miss Squirrel: NEVER say anything that you will 
By Greorciana CHEESMAN “Squirley dear, regret, 
Y Auntie brought me into town Our set all think it quite queer Never lose your temper, fume or fret, 
To visit her a week or two; That you’re so out of style— Never do an act you would not wish 
But when at night the sun goes down, For,” squeaked she with a smile, done, 
I want my mother—yes, I do! “Tails are worn very narrow this year!” To father, mother, yourself or anyone. 


Never forget courtesy pays 

Big interest in many ways. 

Never forget any of these, 
And_your life will be filled with ease. 


Aunt took me to the ’qua-ri-um 
To see all kinds of funny things; 
I'd rather lie an’ chew spruce gum, 
A-fishin’ with bent pins an’ strings! 
The Quiz 
Miss Cunny Bunny, ™ 
If Money makes the Mare Go, 
And Funny makes the Scare Crow, 
And Gunny makes the Bear Low, 
And Sunny makes the Square Glow, 
Then why, Miss Cunny, 
Oh, why won’t Honey 
Make Uncle Johnnie’s Hair Grow? 


We rode way up where posies grow— 
Like those Aunt wears when she’s 
dressed up— 
I saw a heap, but I just know 
I’d swap ’em for one buttercup! 


An’ there, in the me-na-ge-rie, 
Were little cubs—they made me laugh— 
But all the same I want to see 
Old Bossy’s bran’ new spotted calf! 
A Jingly Jingle 
There was a man who went to sea 
To see the sea. After he saw the sea, 
He could not see where he saw the sea, 
So the sea-sawed, and then he could 
see 
My Auntie’s suppers are real swell Where the sea-sawed, and see 
I stuff an’ stuff till I feel sore; That the sea could not see 
But gee! I’d give a lot to smell Drawn by Eowarp E. Farrz What he could see, but sea-sawed on 
Ma’s cookies by the oven-door! Aut Dottep Up. restlessly. 


We looked at ev’ry sort o’ bird— 
Some squawked, an’ some did silly tricks, 
While I made b’lieve the noise I heard 
Was my hen clucking to her chicks! 



































Drawn by Cuances A. Hucues 


“Now, MY DEAR LADY, TO GET A GRACE- “Ana! Wonperrut! You'Re poinc “TET eTIr’ 
FUL FIGURE, WE BEGIN WITH“ A SERIES OF FINE!” 
SOMERSAULTS, THUS—”’ ° 
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“You're too hard on Freddy, Ted. The boy has more brains than you'd think.” 


“*How so, old lad?”’ 


“Why, haven't you noticed that he’s changed to Kelly-Springfields?” 
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This Book Free 


**‘Success in Music and How 
*? Sousa and nine otner 
to Win It world-famous musicians 
tell how you can quickly learn to play 
saxaphone, co trombone, clarinet, 
any band or orchestra in- 
strument and double your 
income and pleasure. 











Used by greatest bands 
and solo artists. Easiest 
of all to play. Send post- 
card for free book and 
details of free trial plan. 


746 Conn Big, eiknare ind. 











Smoke Screen 
“What’s the name of this picture? 
“*4 Woman After All.’” 
“Yes! that’s the thing she is generally 
after—and she gets it!”’ 


” 


Out of Luck 
I waited for thee, Queen, and thou 
Didst send another in thy place. 
What good’s a three-spot to me now? 
I’ve got the Ten, Jack, King and Ace. 
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GUARDIAN. 
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aida ere LEARN PIANO! 


This interesting Free Book 






how you can « skilled 

vig in your own 

Quinn’ Fitton Method ts 
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Se Sea a 
Studio sw-27, 888 Eoftmbis Reads 6 25, Mass. 
Girls! Girls!! 
Clear Your Skin 
With Cuticura 





























Drawn by C. W. Kanues 


‘“THEY’VE GOT ANOTHER ONE OF THOSE 
CONFOUNDED JAZZ RECORDS ON AGAIN!” 


A Study in Optimism 
By Epwarp W. Barnarp 
YEARN for peaks imperious 
With precipices deep and sheer. 
I want—no, no, I’m serious!— 
I want to be a mountaineer. 
Tacoma I will climb some day, 
That Mecca of the valley-born; 
And, when there’s lots of time, some day 
I'll scale the mighty Matterhorn! 
Meanwhile the Alpine manner I 
Mean to acquire without a guide— 
A conscript ’neath Hope’s banner I— 
Sing hey! the heights of Morningside. 


Crisp altitudes Canadian 

I hoped my feet would know this year. 
They say Banff is Arcadian, 

And Lake Louise quite its compeer. 
But though supremely fair withal, 

They are, alas! too far away, 
I’m shy the wary wherewithal, 

And only have week-ends to play. 
So I escape a fearfully 

Long, hot and (maybe) thirsty ride; 
I take my physic cheerfully, 

Sing hey! the heights of Morningside. 


Up-state hills, too, are fair to see, 
Though not, they tell me, glacier-capt. 
Some day I’m going there to see 
When I’m not literally strapped. 
All mountains look all right to me, 
The placid Blue and rugged Green 
Are lovely as the White to me 
On every map that I have seen. 
And since these are taboo to me 
Why not enjoy, cry up with pride 
What’s near, and far from new to me? 
Sing hey! the heights of Morningside. 


Mopping Up the Steppes 

Revolutionists occupying Minsk killed 
many local Communists. Playful Bolshe- 
viki, re-entering, executed more than 200. 
Revolters occupying Odessa were virtually 
annihilated, but a week later the Bolshe- 
vik garrison was driven out by Ukrainians, 
who treated the soviet commissaries to a 
friendly hanging. 

Let’s see, whose move is it? 

Evidently the boys think one good po- 
grom deserves another; and if nobody will 
stay dead in this new outdoor sport, every- 
body may serve with great extinction. 
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2, for 3 89 = = — 
Se 


$3.89 for both. Guaran 
collar, 


each, ¥ 
6 button coat front, newest style, 1 but- 
ton . Double stitched full cut; 
double yoke and collar; 

Not a mail order shirt, but the kind sold 


in high-class shops only. 
Send Wo Money 3o2%.°329 and ad- 
ly $8.89 tage fo ve Dehirts 


worth $3 for EACH, money back at once. ~ 
Light tan and white only. Collar sizes 14 to 17. State size, 


F. V. FRANKEL, Dept. 197—P. S., 853 5th Avenue, New York 

















Parting Is Such Moist 
Sorrow 
By Irene Van VALKENBURG 


OHNSON has arrived at that phase of 
matrimony where he wants to leave his 

wife. He must leave his wife. He says he 
cannot endure her presence another day 
without going mad. She irritates him, she 
infuriates him, she badgers and _ hectors 
him. Johnson would really prefer to poison 
or strangle her, but, being a decent, law- 
abiding citizen, he could manage to satisfy 
himself with merely removing to a separate 
abode. 

But he hasn’t left her yet. 

He never will leave her. 

He cannot get a legal permit to remove 
his cellar. 


Judgelets 
The love that passeth understanding is 
that a bachelor gives himself. 
Never a derrick was built that would 
help a man out who has fallen in love. 
A débutante’s hope flies out at the win- 
dow when a widow comes in at the door. 





Drawn by ~ xep Yost : 


IS YOUR TICKET, 


Conductor—WHERE 
SONNY? 

Kid—Sorry, str; I HAVENT GOT ANY. 

Conductor—WELL, YOU’LL HAVE TO GET 
OFF AT THE NEXT STOP. 

Kid—Tuanxs; TuHat’s ONLY AS FAR 
as I WANT TO Go. 
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ROMEIKE’S PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 
We will send you all newspaper 
clippings which may aopear about you, your friends or any 
subject on which you may want to be “up-to-date.”” Every 
newspaper or periodical of importance in the United States 
and Europe is searched, Terms $7.50 for 100 clippings. 


HENRY ROMEIKE 
106-110 Seventh Avenue 
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Drawn by R. B. Putter 


Sister—No, WILLIE, 0’ COURSE THERE’S 
nopopy IN IT! It’s A HEAP TOO LITTLE FER 
THAT. 


Picking Peaches for the 
Screen 
(Continued from page 26) 

And little potential Mary, turned down 
for the thirteenth time, tearfully gives up 
trying to break into the wicked movies, 
and wearily goes back to home and mother 
and married life with all its hardships and 
three square meals a day. 

While Susie Dimpledolly, the foolish 
little fluffy-head whose mother hasn’t any 
more sense than she has, comes around 
again and is chosen by chance for a small 
part that has a laugh connected with it — 
and so is remembered — and chosen again 
—and again — and at last becomes a star 
—and gets as many bucks a week as she 
has pitchers in the poipers. 

Then folks wonder how in the world it 
ever happened to come about that a girl 
with so much pure genius ever happened 
to be born in the Dimpledolly family. 

But of course, there are exceptions. 

Ask any casting-director. Why, this 
very week he’s discovered two youngsters 
who’ve got the goods! Either one of ’em 
sure to put Norma Talmadge right out of 
the running in another year or so! 

Oi, oi, the movies! It’s a great life. 
(Next week: “How long can a picture last?”’) 











Another Notable Issue 


Leslie’s For July 9th 


Here are a few of the leading features of 
this number of Leslie’s: 


THE CENTENARY OF 
MARY BAKER EDDY 
By Campbell MacCulloch 








COME OVER AND BOSS 
THE JOB, BEGS RUSSIA 


By Charles Ferguson 


How a Soviet official bids the great 
business and technical men of America 
to assume the task of rehabilitating 
his country. 





THE LIE DETECTOR 
By Hereward Carrington, Ph.D. 





HIRE A FAT, 
MARRIED, PROFANE CRANK! 
By Richard Barry 





AN OASIS OF SUBLIME BEAUTY 
By Le Roy Jeffers, F.R.G.S. 





THE FORTY-SEVEN 
A fascinating new Short Story. 





Other notable illustrated features you 
can’t afford to miss 1n 


Leslie’s For July 9th 


Get it from your newsdealer 
NOW—and EVERY WEEK 












Your Car 


The price of some cars 
has come down—that of 
others has gone up. 


Which car will give you 
100% value for your needs? 
acl 


The best car made might 
not serve your require- 
ments as well as a cheaper 
one. 











































You can have expert 
advice free of charge. If 
you want a car and will 
fill out this coupon com- 
pletely—furnishing addi- 
tional details of your 
needs, if necessary—you 
can obtain the unbiased 
service of the Motor De- 
partment of LEsLIE’s 
WeEEKLy. This free ser- 
| vice is now made availa- 
i ble to readers of JuDGE. 


COUPON 
Harotv W. Stauson, M.E. 
Manager, Motor Department 
Lesue’s WEEKLY 


225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


I am considering the purchase of a car 
to cost about $.......... and am espe- 
cially interested in one of the.......... 














reer ree eae (make) 
wt bidkhdus s6aenedendunecunt (type) 
My requirements for a car are as follows: 
DMP S eetucnccedeseseeessecinns 
PREY vccecncoustuceedounawed 
Driven and cared for by|***** pee = 


Dit cccssaceusemsaddedaes I have 


The following cars of approximately 
the type in which I am interested are 
handled by dealers in my territory... ... 


Please advise me as to the car best 
suited to my requirements. 
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As You Like It 
By E. D. Poss 


There’s a voice from out the mountains 
And a whisper from the sea 

Keep a calling, softly calling 

Every day to you and me. 


Just as soon as sweet vacation 
Ushers in its days of rest— 
Drowsing, lolling days of rest; 
Grand and glorious days of sunshine 
Everybody hails with zest— 


We shall take our fond departure 
In a railway or machine; 
Thinking only of our pleasures, 
Holding only thoughts serene. 


Young and old list to my tip: 
On that yearly outing trip 
Urge a Jupce inside your grip! 


Pity 
“Did you hear? Jane Nagley—Tom’s 
wife—fell off the dock last night——”’ 
“Oh, poor Jane!” 
—‘‘but a_ bystander 
and “ 


“Oh! 


rescued her, 





Poor Tom!” 


Trouble Enough 
“Simpkins is always borrowing trouble.” 
“Not always. Sometimes he pays for 
it. He bought a second-hand Lizzie yes- 
terday.” 
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SMITH’S IDEA OF HOW HE COULD CURE HIS INSOMNIA. 


Wuat THE ConriscaTtep Booze TURNED INTO. 





















Old Lady Gunbusta on 
“Boys’ Week”’ 
By F. P. Pirzer 


se Wwial do you think of Boys’ Week?” 
we asked Old Lady Gunbusta. 

“Wa-al,” she drawled, looking over her 
steel-rimmed spectacles and resting her 
knitting in her lap, “I never wuz much 
impressed with that kind of a youngster, 
Boys to my mind belong outdoors jest as 
much as the trees and the flowers, and they 
should do all of those things which will 
help Natur paint their cheeks a healthy red. 
If we had more red naterally in cheeks an’ 
less in flags the country would be better 
off. Boys should be where the sun will 
always find them without havin’ to look in 
dirty a]leys and airless tenements £’r them. 
They should be where the North wind can 
spur them on to do the bigger things when 
they grow up. No sir, I can’t say that I 
like boys weak, an’ I likes to see them strong 
as God wants them to be.” 


And There Are Others Like Him 

Of course every one is telling tales now 
displaying the humors of ignorance shown 
by college people, but one of the best was 
of a Dartmouth undergraduate. A man 
who admired Napoleon was speaking of his 
hero and said he had read nearly every 
history concerning the great general. 

“Have you read Plutarch’s ‘Life of 
Napoleon,’’’ queried the Dartmouth sage. 






























Men of Affairs 


Are your capital needs fully satisfied? 





oe Do you realize that adequate supplies of loanable 
funds can be accumulated only through the funda- 
mental process of SAVING? 





Veek?” 

i As Niagara’s enormous power consists of little 
1g her drops of water—so will individual savings in the ag- 
much . ones 

ngster gregate produce literally billions of dollars of new 
i they capital for pressing Governmental and industrial needs! 
h will i aici 

y Treasury Savings Securities 

<—_ in denominations of 25c to $1000 are an admirable 
ook in investment for small savings. 

them. 

1d can 

when 

that I 

~—_ Form a Government Savings Association in your 
ll plant. It will help your employees and will indirectly 
$ now help supply the funds urgently required for business 
= enterprise. Our Special Folder ‘BILLIONS OF NEW 
re CAPITAL” and Treasury’s Industrial Savings Plan 
onl explains how. Free to employers. 

fc of 





age. 


GOVERNMENT LOAN ORGANIZATION 


Second Federal Reserve District 


120 Broadway, New York City 
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© 1921,0.-C.Co. All rights reserved. One of a series 
painted by Norman Rockwell for Orange-Crush Co. 


a LL J “mes? 
dink | 1ME-CRUSH 


This lat est addi 1t10N to the“Crush” family has a distinctive. 
lime flavor, equal in deliciousness to Ward's Orange-Crush and 
Lemon-Crush. These flavors are blends of fruit oils, fruit juices ~- 
and citric acid from oranges, lemons or limes. Get the genuihe. “* 


cAt fountains or in bottles 
Guaranteed under all pure food laws, Federal and State 
Prepared by Orange-Crush Co. Plant and Laboratories, Chicago. Research Laboratory, Los Angeles 



















